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Dedication. 


To  Miss  Dorothy  Duncan 

Who  has  so  ably  performed  the  duties  of  Dean  of  Women,  for 
the  past  year,  this  book  and  all  that  it  stands  for, 
is  most  respectfully  dedicated. 
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HISS  DOROTHY  DUNCAN 


MRS.  LYDIA  MOSS  BRADLEY 
(deceased) 
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Mrs.  Lydia  Moss  Bradley 
Founder  of  Bradley  Polytechnic  Institute 

By  Theodore  C.  Burgess,  Director 


THE  first  volume  of  the  Polyscope  issued  in  1901,  was  dedicated  to  Mrs- 
Lydia  Moss  Bradley,  the  founder  of  Bradley  Polytechnic  Institute,  and 
every  issue  since  that  time  has  contained  appropriate  and  appreciative 
reference  to  her  and  to  her  noble  gift.  This  pioneer  volume  naturally  contained 
a  full  statement  in  regard  to  the  circumstances  leading  up  to  the  founding  of  the 
school  and  the  purposes  which  actuated  Mrs.  Bradley  in  its  establishment.  In 
this  article  also  as  well  as  elsewhere  the  chief  facts  about  Mrs.  Bradley's  life 
have  been  presented  and  it  seems  unnecessary  here  to  rehearse  them  in  full  detail. 

Mrs.  Bradley  was  born  in  1816  at  Vevay  in  the  southern  part  of  Indiana. 
She  was  accordingly  in  her  93d  year  at  the  time  of  her  death.  She  had  lived  a 
long  and  useful  life.  For  many  years  she  had  looked  forward  to  death  with 
pleasant  anticipation  as  a  time  of  reunion  for  the  broken  family.  It  is  a  cause 
for  thankfulness  that  her  final  illne\s  was  brief  and  that  the  years  of  a  prolonged 
old  age  were  not  marked  by  pain  or  disease  or  the  failing  of  mental  powers. 
Her  ancestry  on  both  sides  were  defenders  of  their  country  in  the  Revolutionary 
struggle  and  Mrs.  Bradley  deeply  cherished  the  memory  of  their  services.  She 
was  for  many  years  the  only  real  daughter  of  the  Revolution  in  this  part  of  Illinois. 

Although  her  parents  were  far  from  poor  every  member  of  the  family  was  a 
worker  and  no  doubt  here  in  her  early  youth  Mrs.  Bradley  gained  the  habits  of 
thrift  and  respect  for  work  and  profitable  activity  which  she  retained  to  the  end 
of  her  life  and  which  had  so  strong  an  influence  upon  her.  Mrs.  Bradley  en- 
joyed the  common  school  education  of  the  day  but  added  to  this  a  shrewdness 
of  judgment  about  men  and  measures,  a  sort  of  balance  and  sanity  in  thinking 
which  is  rarely  found  even  among  those  possessing  far  greater  opportunities  for 
school  training. 

Soon  after  their  marriage  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bradley  moved  to  Peoria  and  one 
of  their  earliest  purchases  was  the  farm  upon  the  west  bluff"  of  which  the  present 
Institute  campus  forms  a  part.  The  Bradleys  prospered  financially  and  became 
important  members  of  the  community.  The  sudden  death  of  Mr.  Bradley  in 
1867  left  a  large  estate  in  a  form  such  that  a  character  less  sturdy  must  have 
succumbed  before  the  task  of  managing  it  or  at  least  left  its  care  wholly  to  rep- 
resentatives. Mrs.  Bradley  was  a  strong  woman.  She  met  this  as  she  met 
every  emergency.  From  that  date  she  made  her  own  a  plan  which  had  been 
imperfectly  formed  in  discussions  with  her  husband  during  her  lifetime,  to  devote 
their  wealth  to  philanthropy.  Each  year  the  plan  became  more  definite  in  her 
mind  and  each  year  the  means  of  bringing  it  to  a  successful  fulfilment  became 
increased.  Mrs.  Bradley  could  wait  where  waiting  would  prove  a  gain.  She 
could  see  far  into  the  future  and  her  wisdom  in  postponing  the  actual  realization 
of  her  plan  for  so  many  years  has  been  amply  justified. 

Mrs.  Bradley  lived  all  of  her  life  in  comparative  seclusion.  She  was 
unostentatious,  fond  of  her  home  and  intimate  friends,  to  many  she  seemed 


no  doubt  foolishly  disregardful  of  the  ease  and  pleasure  which  large  wealth  can 
so  readily  secure  and  which  to  some  extent  at  least  are  its  right.  She  seemed 
even  to  ignore  her  own  comfort.  She  has  been  regarded  as  giving  her  chief 
thought  and  energy  for  the  past  twenty  years  to  the  accumulation  of  money 
an  unworthy  and  narrowing  ambition  some  one  says,  and  truly  except  for  one 
thing,  the  noble  altruistic  aim  which  inspired  her.  Devotion  to  money-getting 
always  in  an  honorable  way  becomes  a  strong  and  ennobling  quality  if  the  end 
in  view  be  such  as  hers.  Many  times  she  has  said  to  me:  "These  funds  are  not 
mine.  All  that  I  possess  belongs  to  the  Institute.  I  must  make  the  sum  as 
large  as  I  can  for  the  good  of  the  boys  and  girls.  I  want  them  to  profit  by  it." 
Economizing  for  herself,  refusing  to  supply  her  home  with  the  signs  of  wealth, 
she  never  questioned  or  objected  when  lavish  expenditure  for  the  Institute  was 
proposed.  She  would  say:  "I  want  everything  to  be  the  best.  Get  whatever 
you  need." 

Founder's  Day,  October  8th,  1906,  might  well  be  regarded  as  the  crowning 
day  of  Mrs.  Bradley's  life.  It  must  have  been  one  of  her  happiest  days,  if  not  the 
one  most  full  of  pleasant  reflection  and  substantial  joy.  Many  elements  united 
to  make  it  a  day  of  general  rejoicing.  This  Founder's  Day  by  its  date  and  by 
the  exercises  which  marked  it  commemorated  an  event  of  the  greatest  importance. 
It  was  the  first  of  a  series  of  exercises  connected  with  the  tenth  anniversary  of 
the  founding  of  Bradley  Institute.  The  Institute  was  to  Mrs.  Bradley  the  child 
of  her  later  years.  In  a  true  sense  she  had  given  to  it  the  affectionate  thought 
and  engrossing  care  which  would  have  been  lavished  upon  her  children  had  they 
been  permitted  to  live.  She  had  herself  developed  the  thought,  had  seen  it  come 
into  reality  and  physical  being  in  the  Institute,  had  watched  and  directed  its 
growth  until  this  tenth  anniversary  which  seemed  to  mark  its  coming  to  full 
maturity.  What  greater  joy  could  be  bestowed  upon  a  benefactor  than  to  behold 
with  one's  own  eyes  conclusive  proof  of  the  beneficence  of  one's  gift.  The 
beauty  of  the  campus  and  buildings  were  a  delight;  the  enthusiasm  with  which 
she  was  received  by  students  and  friends  gave  pleasure,  but  her  highest  joy  was  in 
the  good  accomplished  during  these  ten  years  in  the  lives  of  the  young  men  and 
young  women  made  nobler  and  better  fitted  for  effective  service  in  the  world  by 
the  founding  of  Bradley  Institute.  It  was  a  great  source  of  satisfaction,  too, 
that  upon  that  occasion  she  was  able  to  announce  what  was  felt  then  to  be  the 
last  large  gift  which  she  could  make  in  person,  a  new  gymnasium.  The  day 
came  to  a  perfect  close  with  the  opening  of  Mrs.  Bradley's  home  to  students 
and  her  many  friends.  The  events  of  this  founder's  day  were  a  source  of  rare 
pleasure  to  her  for  all  the  months  which  followed.  Every  student  at  Bradley  in 
the  future  as  in  the  past  will  honor  the  founder  with  appreciation  and  gratitude 
and  the  City  of  Peoria  and  the  surrounding  community  will  increasingly  recognize 
the  value  of  the  work  which  Mrs.  Bradley  has  done. 
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DR.  T.  C.  BURGESS 
Director  of  the  Institute 
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L.  D.  Puterbaugh 
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President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
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Harry  Pratt  Judson  . 
Rudolph  PfeifFer 
Zealy  M.  Holmes 
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The  Council 


Young  Women  of  the  College. 
Martha  Grant 
Edith  Love 


Young  Women  of  the  Higher  Academy, 
Julia  Voorhees 
Jessie  Mercer 

Young  Women  of  the  Lower  Academy, 
Frances  Burrill 
Marcella  Swentzer 


Young  Men  of  the  College, 
Clarence  Straesser 
Roy  Kellar 

Young  Men  of  the  Higher  Academy, 
Charles  Atwood 
Frank  Mercer 

Young  Men  of  the  Lower  Academy, 
Mayo  Goss 
Theodore  Plack 


Faculty  Members 
Theodore  Chalon  Burgess,  Chairman  ex-officio 


Charles  Truman  Wycoff 


Dorothy  Duncan 


Athletic  Board  of  Control 


Theodore  C.  Burgess      -       -       -  Chairman  ex-oflficio 

Frederick  L.  Bishop  Secretary 

Clinton  S.  VanDusen  Faculty 

James  A.  Miner  Horological  Faculty 


Harold  W.  Lynch  College 

Frank  D.  Smith  Higher  Academy 

Walter  K.  Ford  Lower  Academy 

Ruth  L.  Cooper  Women 
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Theodore  Chalon  Burgess, 

Director  of  Institute,  Dean  of  Higher 
Academy  and  College,  and  Professor 
of  Greek  and  Latin 

A.  B.  Hamilton  College,  '83 
A.  M.  Hamilton  College,  '86 
Ph.  D.  University  of  Chicago,  '98 


Helen  Bartlett, 

Dean  of  Women  and  Professor  of 
Modern  Languages 

A.  B.  Bryn  Mawr  College,  '92 
A.  M.  Bryn  Mawr  College,  '93 
Ph.  D.  Bryn  Mawr  College,  '96 
Student  at  U.  of  Berlin,  1882-1884 


18 


Charles  Truman  WyckofF, 

Dean  of  Lower  Academy  and  Pro- 
fessor of  History 

A.  B.  Knox  College,  '84 

A.  M.  Knox  College,  '87 

Ph.  D.  University  of  Chicago,  '97 


Dorothy  Duncan, 

Dean  of  Women  1907-08  and 
Instructor  in  German  and 
Latin 

A.  B.  University  of  Chicago,  '04 
Student  at  University  of  Berlin  1904-5 


« 


Frederic  Lendall  Bishop, 

Assistant  Professor  in  Physics 

S.  B.  Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technology  '98 
Ph.  D.  University  of  Chicago  1905 


Clarence  Elmer  Gomstock, 

Assistant  Professor  in  Mathematics 

A.  B.  Knox  College  '88 
A.  M.  Knox  College  '91 


Charles  Alpheus  Bennett, 

Professor  of  Manual  Arts 

B.  S.  Worcester  Polytechnic 
Institute  '86 


Wales  Harrison  Packard, 

Assistant  Professor  in  Biology 


S.  B.  Olivet  College  '94 


Margaret  McLaughlin, 

Instructor  in  English 

A.  B.  National  Normal,  Ohio,  '90 
A.  M.  University  of  Chicago,  '05 


George  R.  CofFman, 

Assistant  in  English 

A.  B.  Drake  University  1903 
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Clinton  Sheldon  VanDeusen, 

Instructor  in  Manual  Arts 

M.  E.  Cornell  University  '94 


Adelaide  Mickel, 

Instructor  in  Drawing 

Art  Institute  1900 
Harvard  University  1902 
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Helen  Marion  Day, 

Instructor  in  Domestic  Science 

B.  S.  Columbia  University  '07 


Katherine  Fedora  Walters, 
Assistant  in  Latin 

A.  B.  University  of  Michigan  '06 
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Melvin  DeForest  Renkenberger, 

Assistant  in  Biology  and  Physics 

A.  B.  Wabash  College,  '06 
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Joseph  S.  Bikle, 

Assistant  in  Mathematics 

A.  B.  Columbia  University,  '03 
A.  M.  Columbia  University,  1904 


W.  H.  Bryan 

Instructor  in  Chemistry 

B.  P.  Ohio  Normal  University,  1902 
S.  B.  University  of  Chicago,  1904 


Lloyd  Holsinger, 

Assistant  in  Mathematics 

A.  B.  University  of  Michigan,  '07 


Martha  Shopbell, 

Assistant  in  Domestic  Economy 

B.  S.  University  of  Wisconsin  '99 
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Bertha  May  Scullin, 

Assistant  in  Domestic  Economy 

A.  B.  University  of  Chicago,  '06 


Grace  Eaton  Hauk, 

Librarian  and  Assistant  in  Enghsh 

Bradley  Institute,  '07 

Iowa  Libary  School,  Summer,  '07 
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William  Frederick  Raymond, 

Instructor  in  Manual  Arts 


Dewey  Alsdorf  Seeley, 

Lecturer  in  Meteorology  and 
Observer  of  U.  S.  Weather  Bureau, 
Peoria,  111. 

B.  S.  Michigan  Agricultural  College  '98 


Alice  Beatrice  Meyer, 

Assistant  in  Drawing 

Graduate  of  Teachers'  Training  School, 
Davenport,  Iowa,  1904 

Graduate  of  the  Normal  Art  Department  of 
the  Chicago  Academy  of  Fine  Arts,  1906 
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Frank  Grerie, 

Assistant  in  Drawing 

Massachusetts  Normal  Art  School  '05 


Horological  School  Faculty 


Allen  T.  Westlake, 

Dean  of  Horology  Hall  and 
Instructor  in  Engraving 


Charles  R.  Hart, 

Instructor  in  Watchwork. 


James  H.  Miner, 

Instructor  in  Elementary 
Watchwork 


Fred.  E.  Brown, 

Assistant  Instructor  in 
Elementary  Watchwork 


S.  Albert  Anderson, 

Instructor  in  Jewelry 


Dr.  Charles  H.  Brobst, 
Lecturer  in  Optics 


Six  years  have  passed,  six  years  within  the  halls 

Of  dear  old  Bradley,  and  at  last  we  reach 

The  time  when  we  must  leave.    No  more  we'll  meet 

Within  the  chapel,  where  with  wisdom  deep, 

Some  Prof,  propounds  a  question  sage  and  queer. 

Or  tells  some  story  of  the  past  to  guide 

The  students  on  their  way  through  life's  sad  course. 

No  more  we  raise  the  solemn  anthem's  sound, 

Nor  join  our  voices  in  the  loud  "Amen". 

To  us  no  more  the  notes  of  deans  will  come. 

To  summon  us  to  hear  our  doom  for  jokes 

Or  talks  within  the  chapel's  sacred  hour. 

The  classroom  door  is  closed  to  us,  where  oft 

We  slowly  entered  in  with  trembling  hearts. 

To  History  we've  no  fear  of  being  late; 

The  English  room  now  holds  another  class, 

And  we  no  longer  haste  with  daily  themes, 

To  consultation  with  the  English  Prof. 
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Tribute 


And  so  from  Dutch  and  French  and  from  the  labs, 

Where  strange  concoctions  and  much  fun  are  made, 

Are  we  shut  out,    for  we  are  now  post  grads. 

We've  stood  upon  the  stage  in  cap  and  gown, 

And  listened  to  the  last  advice  to  us 

From  some  sage  man, — we've  seen  the  play, 

For  which  the  faculty  are  famed,  and  we 

Have  given  our  own.    We've  vanquished  Junior  hordes. 

And  dragged  the  Junior  colors  in  the  dust. 

We've  sat  our  time  beneath  the  "pair"  tree's  shade 

And  we've  been  roasted  in  the  monthly  "Tech." 

But  now  we  leave  all  this  to  those  who  come, 

The  halls  and  classrooms,  labs  and  chapel  seats 

And  turn  to  other  fields;  but  whereso'er 

We  go,  we  still  shall  keep  in  mind  our  life 

At  Bradley  Hall,  and  we'll  remember  still 

The  happy  times  that  we  as  students  had. 

M.  I.  G.  1908 


Benjamin  S.  Beecher,  Alpha  Pi, 

Literature 

"  Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand, 

He  raves,  recites  and  meanders  'round  the  land." 

Y.  M.  C.  A.  Historical  Club;  Institute  Debating 
Club;  Lower  Academy  member  of  the  Council 
'04-'05,  '05-'06;  Higher  Academy  member  of  the 
Athletic  Board,  '05-'06;  Athletic  Benefit  Play,  06, 
'07,  '08;  Secretary  of  History  Club,  '05-'06;  Presi- 
dent of  History  Club,  '07-'08;  President  of  the 
Institute  Debating  Club,  '05-'06,  Secretary,  ibid., 
'06-'07;  Vice-President  of  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  '06, 
'07,  '07,  '08;  Track  Team,  '06-'07;  Tech.  Staff, 
'05-'06;  Editor  of  Tech.  '06-  07;  Class  President, 
'06-'07,  '07-'08;  Student  Assistant  in  Chemistry, 
'07-'08;  Debating  Team,  1908 


Ellen  Alice  Muir,  Lambda  Phi, 


Literature 

"As  sweet  a  maid  as  ever  crowed  for  kisses." 

\ 

Y.  W.  C.   A.  Girls'   Debating  Club;  English 


Club;  History  Club;  Secretary  of  Girls'  Debating 
Club,  '06-'07;  Vice-President,  ibid.,  '07-'08; 
Class  Vice-President,  '07-'08;  High  School  Schol- 
arship, '06-  07;  Debating  Team,  '08;  Assistant  in 
French,  '07-'08;  Class  Prophet,  '08 
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"Cute  little 


Bessie  May  Morris 


Literature 


"The  only  one  of  her  kind" 

Y.  W.  C.  A.;  Chorus;  History  Club;  Girls' 
Debating  Club;  German  Club;  Treasurer  of  Class 
of  '01;  Treasurer  of  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  '07-'08;  Chorus 
Librarian,  '07-'08;  Treasurer  Girls'  Debating  Club, 
'08;  Assistant  in  German,  '07-'08;  Bradley 
Play,  '08 
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Harold  W.  Lynch,  Alpha  Pi, 

Engineering 

"  Happy  am  I,  from  care  I'm  free, 
Why  ain't  they  all  contented  like  me" 

Y.  M.  C.  A.  Social  Club;  Engineering  Club; 
Athletic  Benefit  Play,  '06-'07;  Foot  Ball  Team, 
04,  '05,  '06,  '07;  Captain  Lower  Academy  Base 
Ball  Team,  '04;  Manager  of  Interschool  Base  Ball, 
'04;  Manager  of  Foot  Ball,  '06;  Athletic  Board, 
'06-07,  '07-08;  Manager  Base  Ball,  '08;  Bradley 
Mandolin  Club 


ones." — DeLent  Sisters. 


Rexie  Rockwell 
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assies 


"Sorry,  but  I  have  to  study." 

Y.  W.  G.  A.;  English  Club;  History  Club; 
Girls'  Debating  Club;  Arts  and  Crafts  Club;  Sec- 
retary of  Glass  '06-07,  '07-08;  Last  Will  and  Testa- 
ment of  Class  of  1908. 


Hazel  Gregg 


Literature 


"I  chatter,  chatter  as  I  flow. 
To  join  the  burning  river, 
For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go, 
But  I  go  on  forever." 


Charles  G.  Mason       .       .  Classics 

"His  only  fault  is  that  he  has  no  fault." 

Institute  Debating  Club;  Quorum,  Historical 
Society;  English  Club;  President  of  Institute  De- 
bating Club  '07-08;  Tech  Staff  '07-08;  Treasurer 
of  Class  '07-08;  Student  Assistant  in  English 
'07-08. 


George  Cress  Mahle        .  Classics 

"Those  about  him  from  him  shall  learn 
the  perfect  ways  of  honor." 

Y.  M.  C.  A.;  English  Club;  History  Club; 
Institute  Debating  Club;  Secretary  of  History 
Club  '07-08;  President  of  Institute  Debating  Club 
'06-07;  Student  Assistant  in  English,  Spring  '08; 
Students'  Committee  '06-07;  Editor  of  The  Tech 
'07-08;  Debating  Team  '06-07,  '07-08. 


"A  long  slim  slick  one." — Bob  Spurck. 
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Laura  E.  Geach 


Literature 


"She's  little,  but  Oh  my,  it's  enough." 

English  Club;  Arts  and  Crafts  Club;  Debating 
Club;  Chorus;  Y.  W.  C.A.;  Historical  Society; 
Quorum;  Athletic  Benefit  I'lay  '05;  President  of 
English  Club  '07-'08;  President  of  Girls'  Debating 
Club  'G6-'07;  Secretary-Treasurer  of  Chorus  '07-'08; 
Debating  Team  '07. 


Martha  Irene  Grant,  Lambda  Phi, 

Literature 

"I  love  its  giddy  gurgle, 
I  love  its  ebb  and  flow, 
I  love  to  wind  my  tongue  up, 
And  then  to  let  it  go." 

Y.  W.  C.  A.;  Arts  and  Crafts  Club;  English 
Club;  History  Club;  Girls'  Debating  Club;  Quorum; 
Pedagogic  Club;  Chorus  '05-'06;  German  Club; 
Vice-President  of  History  Club  '07-'08;  Treasurer 
of  Girls'  Debating  Club  '06;  President  ibid.,  '08; 
Vice-President  of  Class  '06-'07;  Institute  Scholar- 
ship '06-'07;  College  Tribune  '06-07;  Assistant  in 
German  •07-'08;  Students'  Committe  '06-'07;  Poly- 
scope Staff  '07-08;  Class  Historian  '08. 


Francis  J.  Bohl 


Science 


"Thou  shakest  in  thy  little  hand 

the  coral  rattle  with  its  silver  bells." 

President  of  Bradley  Debating  and  Literary 
Society  '07-08;  Quorum;  History  Club;  Polyscope 
Staff '06-'07;  Tech  Staff '07-08;  Secretary-Treasurer 
of  the  Bradley  Debating  and  Literary  Society  '08. 


WilHam  G.  Hiller       -  Engineering 

"Of  manner,  gentle,  of  affection,  mild." 

Bradley  Debating  Club  '06-'07;  Engineering 
Club  '06-'07,  '07-'08;  Vice-President  of  Engineer- 
ing Club  '07-'08. 
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'A  little  fat  thick  ont"— Ethel  Tanton. 


Merrill  Dwinell 


Literature 


"But  the  good  deed  brighter  grows 
unconsumed  by  moth  or  rust." 

Y.  M.  C.  A.;  Bradley  Debating  Club;  English 
Club;  History  Club;  German  Club;  Secretary- 
Treasurer  of  Quorum  '07;  Alternate  on  Debating 
Team  '08;  Bradley  Orchestra;  Class  Poet  '08. 


Robert  Michael  Spurck,  Alpha  Pi, 

Engineering 

"And  both  his  legs  are  longer 
than  they  really  ought  to  be." 

Social  Club;  Engineering  Club;  Bradley  Debat- 
ing Club;  Quorum;  Track  '06-'07;  Secretary  of 
Bradley  Debating  Club  '08. 


Mary  Ethelwyn  Moss 


Science 


"Serenely  moving  on  her  way 
In  hours  of  toil  and  dismay." 

Y.  W.  C.  A.;  Arts  and  Crafts  Club;  Pedagogic 
Club;  Student  Assistant  in  Mathematics  '07-'08. 


Sidney  Harris  Easton 


Science 


"A  fellow  scientific,  whose  knowledge 
in  scientific  things  is  perfectly  terrific." 

Institute  Debating  Club,  Quorum;  History 
Club;  Biological  Club;  Vice-President  of  Institute 
Debating  Club  '07-'08. 


'A  squirmy,  wiggly  one." — Judy  Cooper. 
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Martha  Bailey, 


Literature 


"I  live  for  men  to  love  me." 


Chorus;  German  Club 


Marguerite  B.  Hayward 


Classics 


"Intellectuality  shone  from  her  alabaster 
brow. ' ' 

Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Cabinet  '08;  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  English 
Club;  History  Club;  Debating  Club;  Quorum; 
Chorus;  President  of  Quorum  '07;  Vice-President 
of  Chorus  '07-'08;  Assistant  in  English  '07-'08; 
Peoria  High  School  Scholarship  '06-'07;  Polyscope 
Staff  '07-'08;  Student  Committee  '06-'07 


R.  Kenneth  Murduck,  Alpha  Pi 

Engineering 

"Art  is  long,  I  will  be  longer." 

President  of  Chorus  '06-'07;  Enginering  Club; 
Bradley  Quartette;  Manager  Base  Ball  Team 
'06-'07;  Basket  Ball  Team  '06-'07,  '07-08 


Harry  S.  Becker 


Engineering 


"That  same  old  smile  greets  us  still." 
There  was  a  case  once— but — 

Vice-President  of  Engineering  Club  '05-06;  Vice- 
President  Class  '07;  Librarian  of  Chorus  '07-08; 
Athletic  Board  '06-'07;  Manager  of  Track  Team 
•07;  Base  Ball  '06-'07-'08;  Basket  Ball  '07-08; 
Track  '06-'07-'08 
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"A  nice,  fuzzy-wuzzy  on^y— Marguerite  Hayward. 


Alexander  Macdonald 


Engineering 


"A  wee  small  voice  spake  unto  me: 
Were  it  better  to  be  or  not  to  be." 


Y.  M.  C.  A.;  Engineering  Club;  Institute  De- 
bating Club;  Quorum;  Treasurer  of  Engineering 
Club  '06-'07;  President  of  Engineering  Club  '07-'08. 


Olive  Emma  Radley 


Literature 


"A  maiden  fair." 

"But  still  her  tongue  ran  on." 

Y.  W.  C.  A.;  Chorus;  Student  Assistant  in 
Chemistry;  Tech  StafiF  '07-'08;  Athletic  Benefit 
Play  '07;  Social  Club. 


"Frailty  thy  name  is  woman." — Knapp. 


Louise  Hannam         .       .  Science 


"She  passed  her  hours  among  her  books." 


German  Club. 


Annette  Fulford        .       .  Science 

"Modest  and  shy  of  men  is  she, 
One  weak  chirp  is  her  only  note." 

Chorus;  Pedagogic  Club;  biology  Cl"'«;  Mission 
Class  '06-'07,  '07-'08. 
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"Up  and  down  these  echoing  stairs; 
Heavy  with  the  weight  of  cares; 
Sounded  his  majestic  tread."— Z'r.  Burgess. 


'08  Class  History 


"The  Glass  of  '08,"  or  "The  Quest  After  Brains'" 
A  Pseudo-History. 


Once  upon  a  time,  many  years  ago,  about  five  hundred  and 
ten  years  after  Columbus  discovered  America,  a  crowd  of 
youngsters  assembled  out  under  what  are  now  the  pair  trees, 
but  which  were  then  only  common  every-day  shade  trees. 
The  assembled  band  were  all  excellent  specimens  of  humanity 
and  many  were  endowed  in  special  ways.  There  was  "Shirtz," 
longer  than  the  rest,  perched  on  his  extensive  legs  high  above 
them.  There  was  Beecher  with  hair  like  tufts  of  prairie 
grass.  A  resounding  laugh  echoing  far  down  St.  James'  street 
denoted  the  peculiar  abilities  of  little  Annie  Streibich.  A  little 
girl  named  Ethelwyn  had  the  most  wonderful  curls.  Then 
there  was  Lynch  with  much  fat,  and  one  Radley  and  Morris 
with  some  size.  Werkle  had  hopes  and  MacDonald  had 
aspirations.  And,  too,  there  were  many  with  expectations  and 
others  with  possibilities.  But  one  thing  they  all  lacked  and  this 
could  be  clearly  seen  as  they  wandered  aimlessly  about  the 
campus;  they  had  no  brains! 

Do  you  know  what  it  is  that  the  great  man  will  hand  out 
to  the  same  youngsters,  now  almost  grown  men  and  women, 
on  the  coming  convocation  night?  It  is  their  brains,  and 
nothing  else!  And  all  done  up  in  a  nic£-'';-^-(L3i;i3perv'~ThisJs^ 
to  be  the  reward  of  all  their  struggle  for  these  many  years, 


and  don't  you  tell  that  I  told  you  what  was  in  the  white  pack- 
ages, for  some  of  these  youngsters  have  been  making  you 
believe  that  they  had  their  brains  a  little  ahead  of  time,  don't 
you  know?  and  imagine  that  they  have  a  drop  on  their  less 
fortunate  classmates  of  the  past  few  years.  But  it  is  not  so; 
none  of  them  will  have  their  brains  before  the  19th  of  June. 
And,  what  is  more,  it  is  only  by  a  fortunate  chance  that  they 
will  get  them  then. 

The  conditions  in  the  quest  for  brains  are  the  same  as  in 
the  search  for  the  Grail  in  times  of  old.  The  pilgrim  must  be 
fixed  in  his  search  and  his  soul  free  from  obstructions.  But 
alas,  among  the  great  concourse  of  the  Class  of  '08  there  were 
no  Galahads,  nay,  not  even  one,  and  yet  on  the  coming  19th  of 
June  they  will  all  receive  their  due  quota  of  brains.  The  story 
of  how  the  whole  crowd  has  been  able  to  reach  the  goal,  meet 
only  for  a  Sir  Galahad,  is  a  long  and  complicated  one,  and 
startling  to  say  the  least.  I  give  you  the  story  in  the  words  of 
a  member  of  the  class  who  died  and  failed  to  reap  the  reward 
of  his  eiiorts.  As  he  told  me  the  story  with  his  dying  gasps,  it 
is  necessarily  shortened  and  contains  hardly  enough  waste 
breath  to  be  called  a  literary  effort,  and  yet  it  tells  the  tale. 

"  On  ihe  day  of  the  first  ^sii]y?r'p<^  in  chapel  it  was  made 


There  are  crushed  hearts  that  will  not  break,  and  mine,  methinks,  is  one" — Bil/  Bennett. 
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plain  to  us  by  the  faculty  and  the  students  above  us  that  what 
we  lacked  was  brains.  We  accepted  the  situation  and,  to  a 
person,  made  it  our  purpose  to  get  some  or  die  in  the  search. 
We  soon  discovered  that  there  was  no  hope  of  getting  them 
from  our  fellow  students  as  they  were,  if  anything,  worse  ofi 
than  we,  and  as  for  the  faculty— well,  they  had  brains,  but  they 
could  not  well  spare  them.  So  we  had  to  reconcile  ourselves 
to  the  fact  that  brains  would  come  to  us  only  after  we  had 
followed  the  example  of  Sir  Galahad  and  made  ourselves  fit 
to  have  brains. 

"Four  years  passed  and  some  of  us  had  begun  to  feel  dis- 
couraged, so  we  decided  to  call  ourselves  together  and  take  an 
invoice,  as  it  were,  to  see  just  how  we  stood.  By  this  time,  of 
course,  many  had  given  up  and  gone  elsewhere  to  seek  their 
fortunes.  Annie's  rippling  laugh  was  now  only  a  remembrance 
and  "Smiler's"  smile  had  faded  into  Missouri.  But  new  blood 
had  entered:  Mahle  and  Bohl  had  joined  us  shortly  after  the  start 
and  Becker,  Murduck,  and  Louise  Hannam  had  come  in  later. 

"We  assembled  on  that  memorable  day  in  October  of  1906 
at  about  mid-day,  elected  a  chairman  and  proceeded  to  business. 
It  did  not  take  the  meeting  long  to  discover  the  pitiable  plight 
we  ■  were  in  and  the  almost  hopelessness  of  our  case.  The 
chairman  had  just  risen  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and  started  to 
propose  that  we  start  again  with  the  hope  that  within  ten  or 
twelve  years  more  we  might  succeed,  etc.,  etc.,  when  some  one 
in  the  far  back  of  the  room  arose  and  said  in  a  deep  profundo 
voice: 


"Mr.  Chairman,  I  think  there  is  no  need  for  this  worthy 
body  to  lose  hope  and  retrocede;  I  have  here  at  my  right 
and  my  left  those  who  with  me  have  resolved  to  join  you 
in  this  quest  after  brains,  and  I  say,  gentlemen,  you  can 
but  win!" 

"As  he  sat  down  a  profound  hush  fell  upon  us  all.  Then 
in  the  midst  of  the  silence  the  chairman  whispered  over  to  me: 
'Who  is  that  fellow,  I  can't  recall  him?' 

"  'Dwinell,'  I  said. 

"  'Dwinell — Dwinell — where  is  he  from?' 
'"Peoria  High  School!' 

"  'Oh,  ye  gods!'  and  the  chairman  fainted  away. 

"Like  lightning  it  spread  around  the  room.  'High  School! 
High  School!'  and  each  one  stared  at  his  neighbor  with  a 
blank,  bewildered  stare. 

"After  a  while  the  chairman  was  revived  and  with  some 
assistance  rose  to  his  feet,  'Fellow  creatures,  he  said,  'a  short 
time  ago  we  were  almost  hopeless,  and  we  had  resolved  to 
begin  again;  now — O  ye  ambulances  and  police  patrols— there 
is  no  hope!'    With  that  he  sank  again  to  his  chair. 

"  Hiller  next  arose  for  recognition,  and  began  with  a  sad 
voice,  'Fellow  classmates,  we  appreciate  the  situation;  there 
is  no  longer  any  hope  whatsoever  that  we  may  legitimately  win 
what  we  have  Ljx:h  sc  'lo^g  seeking.  As  we  have  now  a  bur- 
den added  to  our  trouble  I  think  we  are  justified  in  seeking 
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And  he  said  unto  them:  "Come  unto  me; 
Confess  your  sins  and  be  saved." — Dr.  Burgess. 


other  means  of  securing  the  desired  brains.  I  move  you  that 
we  appoint  a  committee  to  frame  an  idea,  a  plan,  a  scheme — 
you  understand  — by  which  we  can  secure  for  ourselves  and 
our  friends  who  have  just  joined  us,  our  due  quota  of  brains  by 
any  means  whatsoever.' 

"  Mr.  Hiller's  motion  was  carried  unanimously  and  I  was 
appointed  with  Brother  Gushing  to  frame  the  idea,  etc.  Woe 
unto  him  who,  brainless,  seeks  to  frame  an  idea  !  I  am  dying 
and  Gush  will  not  graduate.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  we 
worked  the  plan  out,  for  it  is  beginning  to  weary  me,  this  talk- 
ing. The  idea  was  to  steal  the  brains.  The  difficult  questions 
were  where  and  how.  Where  the  brains  were  kept  I  dare  not 
tell.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  after  a  great  deal  of  bribing  and 
secret  work  the  place  was  discovered.  The  famous  crooks 
and  pennant  hangers.  Lynch,  Straesser,  Spurck  and  Becker, 
were  engaged  to  perform  the  theft,  and  on  the  23d  of  June, 
1907,  the  deed  was  done.  About  thirty  brains  of  various 
grades  and  sizes  were  taken  from  their  place  of  keeping  and 
placed  in  the  hands  of  the  Director,  with  the  sworn  statement 
of  Messrs.  Hiller,  Dwinell,  Mahle,  Fuener  and  other  reputa- 
ble church  members,  that  they  had  been  won  by  honest  effort 
and  right  living." 

This  is  the  story  as  told  me  by  the  dying  member  of  the 
class,  who  within  a  few  moments  after  finishing  breathed  his 


last.  Among  his  effects  was  found  the  most  startling  discov- 
ery of  all.  It  was  in  the  shape  of  a  paper,  from  which  I  give 
only  a  brief  extract.  It  reads:  Whereas,  by  the  strange  chance 
of  fortune  it  has  so  turned  out  that  a  grievous  error  was  made 
by  those  engaged  to  steal  the  brains  for  the  Class  of  '08,  that 
the  brains  now  in  the  hands  of  the  Director  are  labeled  for  and 
do  properly  belong  to  the  Class  of  '09,  the  following  care  must 
be  taken  in  the  distribution  of  said  brains: 

1.  Brains  labelled  R.  Plowe  to  go  to  neither  Spurck  nor 
Mahle  in  view  of  complications  that  might  arise. 

2.  Brains  labeled  R.  Mann  to  go  to  Bohl.  — Exact  fit. 

3.  Instruct  Doc.  Easton  not  to  lose  brain  while  inserting 
in  Mahle's  head. 

4.  Faber-Rockwell  must  go  cahoots  as  there  lacks  one 
brain  of  being  enough. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  go  through  the  entire  list  of  provis- 
ions. The  important  fact  is  that  by  a  remarkable  turn  of  for- 
tune the  Class  of  '08  after  June  19th,  will  be  endowed  each  one 
with  an  excellent  set  of  brains,  and  the  unfortunate  Class  of 
1909,  even  after  June  19th,  1909,  will  continue  as  ever  before 
without  mind  and  without  brains. 

B.  S.  B.,  1908. 


I've  a  heart  to  let. — Miss  Chapiti. 


37 


Interesting  Statistics  of  "Naughty  Eights" 


Name 

Occupation 

F&voritc  Food 

Hates  Most 

Likes  Most 

Besetting  Sin 

Redeeming  Virtue 

Favorite  Resort 

Bailey 

Contracting  Cases 

Honey 

History  VI 

The  Boys 

Wasting  Time 

Heavenly  Smile 

Any  Retired  Spot 

Becker 

Unknown 

Mush 

Anything  like 
Work 

A  Vassar  Girl 

Smoking 

The  Twinkle  in 
His  Little  Black 

Eyes 

Clark's 

Beecher 

Everything 

Air  (warmed) 

To  Flunk 

Debating 

Hustling 

Nicety 

Chapel 

Bohl 

Joking 

Garlic 

Law  and  Order 

To  be  Noticed 

Boasting 

His  Youth 

5th  Floor 

Dwinnell 

Research 

Candy  Hearts 

To  be  Seen 

S  m  o  K  t  n  <{ 

kj  111  U  (V 1 1 J  g 

To  Appear  Good 

Using  Big  Words 

Righteousness 

Church 

Easton 

Experimenting 

Cheese 

Short  People 

'08  Hats 

Innocence 

Good  Nature 

Biology  "  Lab" 

Faber 

Studying 

Grape  Nuts 

Boys 

5  Studies 

Nobody  Knows 

Stability 

Library 

Fulford 

Disputing 

Frog  Legs 

Punctuality 

Biology 

Coming  Late 

She 's  a  Senior 

Room  14 

Geach 

Bossing 

Mutton 

To  be  Stung 

Elecution 

Defense  of 
Women  Suffrage 

Her  Contralto 
Voice 

Tower 

Gregg 

Making  Excuses 

Dates 

Exams. 

Her  Own  Way 

Whining 

Jollity 

High  School 

Griffin 

Bluffing 

Hay 

To  Laugh  at 
Had's  Jokes 

To  Play  Tennis 

His  Pessimistic 
Nature 

His  Age 

1    The  Athletic  Field  Gate 

1 

Grant 

Everybody 

Lobsters 

To  Agree  with 
Anyone 

"Willie"  or 
F.  J.  B. 

Grinning 

Amiability 

Miss  Duncan's  Office 

Hannam 

Studying 

Anything  in 
Lunch  Room 

To  be  Heard 

An  E 

Her  Brown  Eyes 

Quietness 

Library 
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Interesting  Statistics  of  "Naughty  Eights"— Continued 


Name 

Occupation 

Favorite  Food 

Hates  Most 

Likes  Most 

Besetting  Sin 

Redeeming  Virtue 

Favorite  Resort 

Hayward 



Correcting  Eng. 
Papers 

English  Club 
Salad 

Si 

Coasting 

Independence 

A  Sweet 
Disposition 

English  Office 

HiUer 

Being  Sober 

Bread  and  Butter 

Frivolity 

Anything  Serious 

His  High 
Forehead 

His  Class  Spirit 

Physics  Lab. 

Lynch 



Motor  Boating 

Prunes 

Exertion 

To  Loaf 

His  Size 

His  Jokes 

A  Large  Easy  Chair 

Mahle 

Tech  Editor 

Anything 

To  be  called 
"  Willie" 

An  Awful  Case 

He  Worries 
"  Bob" 

Innocence 

First  Floor,  near  Library 
Door 

Mason 

Keeping  his  Hair 
Smooth 

Brains 

Nonsense 

To  Work 

Has  None 

Neatness 

Public  Library 

Macdonald 

Waiting  on  the 
Faculty 

Mush 

Special  Topics 

Unknown 

Slow  Speech 

Unpretentiousness 

Dr.  Wyckoff's  Office 

Morris 

Talking 

Ice  Cream 

Take  a  Back  Seat 

Authority 

Ambition 

Good  Humor 

Piano 

Moss 

Keeping  Still 

Fudge 

To  Talk 

Math 

Timidity 

Sincerity 

Room  27 

Muir 

Looking  Pretty 

Taffy 

■ 

To  be  Left  Alone 

To  Work  the 
Crowd 

Heartlesness 

Smiling 

First  Floor,  near  Library 
Door 

Murduck 

Playing  Basket 
Ball 

Stick  Candy 

Short  People 

Fat  People 

Being  a  Senior 

His  High 
Mindedness 

Y.  M.  C.  A. 

Radley 

Arguing 

Roast 

Opposition 

Flattery 

Sarcasm 

Her  Chuck 

Chemistay  Lab. 

Rockwell 

Working 

Anything  Light 

Indolence 

Greek 

Energy 

Kindness 

Room  16 

Spurck 

Growing 

Force 

To  Lose  Out 

To  be  Tall 

His  Love  for 
"Had" 

Unselfishness 

535  Linn  St. 

Straesser 

Cutting 

Lemons 

To  Work 

Vacation 

Playing 

Obliging 
Disposition 

Chapel 

Werckle 

Studying 

Straw 

To  be  Noticed 

Parties 

Bashfulness 

Constancy 

Machine  Shop 
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Somewhere 


Somewhere  the  friends  that  we  loved  once  will  greet  us, 

Somewhere  the  friends  that  proved  false  will  be  true, 
Somewhere  our  dear  ones  with  welcome  will  meet  us, 

Somewhere  and  sometime— then  all  will  be  new. 

Somewhere  the  pains  that  we  suffered  by  living, 

Somewhere  the  sorrows  we  silent  endured. 
Somewhere  the  pains  that  we  got  in  our  striving,— 

Somewhere  all  wounds  and  all  pains  will  be  cured. 

SomcAvhere  the  heartaches  experience  has  brought  us. 

Somewhere  the  battles  that  caused  our  defeat, 
Somewhere  the  failure  that  doggedly  sought  us. 

All  will  be  righted  and  life  will  be  sweet. 

Somewhere  the  souls  that  for  us  were  created. 
To  help  and  encourage  our  labor  and  strife; 

Somewhere  our  souls  will  forever  be  mated 

And  then  dear,  I'll  find  you,  the  One  in  my  life. 

G.  C.  M.,  1908. 
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Juniors 


Robert  Plowe 
President 

Lester  Byron 
Vice-President 


Robert  Plowe 


Ellen  Avery 

Bertha  Baughman 

Grover  Baumgartner 
Olive  Balcke 
Anna  Bibo 

Vivian  Boniface 
Claude  Brown 

Hazel  Brown 
Lester  Byron 

Bernadette  Cashin 
Fred.  Causey 
Florence  Cole 
Hugh  Cooper 

Edward  Cushinj 


Edith  Love 
Secretary 

Henry  Truitt 
Treasurer 


Lester  Byron 


Edith  Love 

Erma  Donathen 
Bessie  Estep 
Harold  Everly 
Lucius  Fritze 
David  Harris 

Constance  Heckman 
Wm.  Hudson 

Louise  Helmbold 
Roy  Keller 

Susan  Kellogg 
Marie  Knapp 
Grace  Lee 
Irene  Lidle 

Fred.  Lindenburg 


Edith  Love 
Hazel  Marcy 

Melitta  Magaret 
Roberts  Mann 
Edward  Munns 
Robert  Plowe 
Ben  Sager 

Mildred  Schureman 
Merrill  Schnebly 
Harry  Schweitzer 
Ralph  Seymour 
Marrs  Shoop 

Henry  Truitt 

Ellen  Westlake 
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A  weakness  for  bright  colored  host.— Jack  Cooper 


'09  Glass  History 


1909  For  Five  Years 


We  had  our  beginning  in  the  Autumn  of  1903.  We 
remember  distinctly  that  at  that  time  there  was  a  certain 
crowd  of  dignified  individuals  who  took  it  upon  themselves  to 
see  that  we  began  in  the  right  way.  These  were  the  Sophs. 
They  call  themselves  Seniors  now,  but  they  are  still  just  as 
dignified.  We  shall  never  forget  three  characteristics  of  these 
Sophs  that  appealed  to  us  very  strongly  in  the  beginning. 
First  we  noticed  that  the  boys  were  already  on  speaking  terms 
with  the  girls— a  fact  that  showed  us  plainly  that  they  had  had 
a  year's  experience  at  Bradley.  Next  we  noticed  that  they 
were  very  willing  to  give  us  advice  on  any  subject  whatever, 
whether  we  wished  it  or  not.  Eldridge  Benton,  Bess  Morris, 
and  Maj.  Farley  were  probably  a  special  committee  appointed 
for  this  purpose.  We  are  not  quite  sure  whether  Alexander 
Macdonald  was  on  this  committee  or  not.  The  third  and  most 
noticeable  of  the  characteristics  was  the  fact  that  Bohl  had  not 
not  yet  entered  Bradley. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  are  probably  a  great  number  of 
things  by  which  the  Seniors  remember  our  beginning.  Perhaps 
we,  too,  can  recall  a  few.  We  were  too  new  to  have  any 
special  characteristics  as  a  class  except,  of  course,  we  were 
innocent  and  uneducated  as  all  Bradley  Freshmen  are.  We 
had  among  us,  however,  quite  a  number  of  very  distinguished 
individuals.  There  was  "Long  SHm"  Stewart,  the  tallest  man 
who  ever  came  to  Bradley;  and  John  Dempsey,  his  negative 
reciprocal;  Bob  Mann  was  known  to  everybody  on  the  very 
first  day,  although  few  had  ever  seen  him  before;  and  Jimmie 
Wilton  will  always  be  remembered  on  account  of  his  utter 
disregard  for  the  Freshman  Law  that  all  good  boys  observed: 


"Be  as  noisy  as  you  can,  but  do  not  bother  the  Seniors,  or  the 
girls."  With  these  few  exceptions  our  class  as  a  whole  made 
such  a  good  impression  on  the  self-appointed  advisors  that  we 
were  allowed  to  pass  the  remainder  of  the  year  in  comparative 
peace  and  quiet.  The  girls  were  never  molested,  and  the 
boys  but  once,  and  that  when  Had  Lynch  stole  our  base  ball. 
During  this  year  we  watched  with  interest  the  frequent 
struggles  between  the  Seniors  and  the  Juniors,  and  when  we 
saw  the  great  smears  of  paint,  some  wine  colored,  and  some 
green  and  white  dashed  all  over  the  campus  we  smiled  to 
ourselves  as  we  thought  of  the  great  things  our  class  of  eighty 
members  would  do  when  we  were  Juniors.  But  alas!  How 
things  have  changed.  From  this  original  eighty  but  ten 
remain. 

In  the  fall  of  the  following  year  we  took  our  turn  at  giving 
advice  to  the  Freshmen,  but  nothing  further  need  be  said 
about  this  except  that  they  all  needed  advice.  There  are  a  few 
things  about  this  second  year  that  we  like  to  remember  and 
talk  about.  First,  of  course,  is  the  fact  that  three  of  our  most 
valuable  members  appeared  among  us  for  the  first  time. 
These  are  Lester  Byron  our  honored  Vice-President,  Henry 
Truitt,  once  Lester's  chum,  now  our  Treasurer,  and  Anna  Bibo. 
It  was  this  year  that  the  custom  of  playing  ring-around-a-rosie 
at  the  Freshmen  reception  was  started.  Some  of  our  members 
were  the  originators  of  that  game,  and  we  should  be  very  glad 
to  see  some  loyal  Naughty-Twelves  revive  it  again  next  year. 
Another  great  event  of  this  year  was  Bob  Mann's  invention  of 
the  only  possible  way  to  force  each  girl  of  a  class  to  sit  by  a 
boy.    (Yes,  they  had  to  be  forced  then.)   His  plan  which  was 


"  But  still  her  tongue  ran  on." — Radley 
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carried  out  very  successfully  in  English  2,  was  to  have  all  the 
boys  come  to  class  early  and  seat  themselves  so  that  there  was 
only  one  vacant  seat  between  any  two  of  them.  Perhaps  the 
success  was  partly  due  to  Tommy  Knott,  who  chaperoned  this 
class.  This  forceful  method  is  no  longer  necessary,  however. 
During  this  year  we  were  so  busy  with  our  own  interests  and 
taking  care  of  the  "Fresh"  that  we  had  time  to  notice  only 
one  important  change  in  the  characteristics  of  the  crowd 
that  were  Sophs  in  the  beginning.  This  change  was  the  commg 
of  Bohl.  Ever  since  then  he  has  been  a  very  noticeable 
characteristic  in  the  Glass  of  1908. 

At  the  opening  of  our  third  school  year  we  had  two  very 
distinct  feelings.    We  were  very  happy  to  think  that  at  last  we 
were  in  the  Higher  Academy  and  out  of  reach  of  Freshmen. 
The  other  feeling  was  one  of  sorrow,  for  three  of  our  most 
dearly  loved  members  were  with  us  no  more— Walter  Dom- 
browski,  Jimmy  Wilton  and  the  midget,  John  Dempsey,  and 
moreover  no  new  members  entered  the  class  this  year  to  fill 
their  places.    For  most  of  us  this  year  will  never  be  forgotten. 
At  last,  after  two  years  of  careful  training,  we  had  become 
full-fledged  Bradleyites,  entitled  to  all  the  social  and  educa- 
tional privileges.    We  were  now  allowed  to  join  in  the  regular 
(it  was  regular  then)  Friday  afternoon  hop.  In  fact  we  became 
positive  necessities  at  the  functions  (commonly  called  "do- 
ings") of  the  various  societies.    Imagine  a  dance  without  the 
Voorhees  sisters  and  our  honorable  Vice-President !  Impos- 
sible.   But  our  greatest  advance  socially  was  our  adoption  of 
the  custom  which  compelled  the  boys  and  girls  to  spend  their 
vacant  hours  together  in  chapel  or  some  more  favorable  place. 
A  few  of  us  really  went  so  far  as  to  become  involved  in  a  case. 
We  can  all  remember  them,  so  they  need  not  be  written  down. 
Then  there  was  the  Bradley  Battalion.    We  were  well  repre- 
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"  She  passed  her  hours 


sented  among  those  of  rank.  All  of  the  musicians  were  mem- 
bers of  our  class;  also  the  commanding  officer  of  Company  B, 
and  two  officers  in  the  Signal  Corps.  That  is  honor  enough 
for  one  year. 

It  was  in  our  last  Academy  year  that  we  first  began  to 
think  of  ourselves  as  the  class  of  1909.    The  coming  of  the 
Academic  certificate  naturally  caused  each  one  of  us  to  look  on 
the  graduates  with  something  of  that  feeling  of  interest  and 
pride  that  is  generally  called  class  spirit.    Then,  too,  we  saw 
that  the  bunch  who  took  it  upon  themselves  to  begin  us  in  the 
right  way  were  now  under  the  leadership  of  Bohl,  indulging 
in  class  parties,  climbing  flag  poles,  and  decorating  the  asbestos 
curtain  with  dirty  colored  letters  on  a  grass  colored  thing. 
Their  easy  victories  over  the  brown  and  gold  caused  us  to 
wake  up,  and  we  vowed  then  and  there  that  it  would  be  diff'er- 
ent  when  they  had  the  blue  and  white  to  deal  with.  Then 
came  the  graduation  from  the  Academy  and  with  it  the  loss  of 
some  of  our  oldest  members.     Among  those  who  left  us  for- 
ever at  this  time  were  Edna  Camren,  Tom  Chalmers,  Ruth 
Houghton,  Marie  King  and  Julia  Ulrich.    They  were  the  last 
of  the  eighty  to  leave  us. 

The  opening  of  this  school  year  found  us  with  a  class  of 
forty.  How  we  held  our  first  meeting,  and  how  the  political 
machine  succeeded  in  electing  half  their  ticket,  need  not  be 
told  here,  for  we  all  can  remember  that.  However,  one  thing 
must  be  mentioned,  lest  the  followers  of  Bohl  forget:  Blue  and 
white  are  far  superior  to  black  and  green  as  class  colors.  This 
is  easily  shown  to  be  true  by  the  following  reasons:  First,  blue 
and  white  were  the  first  colors  to  fly  on  the  flag  pole  this  year. 
Second,  the  green  and  black  hats  have  disappeared.  Third, 
Seniors  have  been  known  to  become  so  fascinated  with  Junior 
colors  that  they  themselves  have  worn  the  blue  and  white, 


mong  her  books." — Faber 


while  never  once  has  a  Junior  been  known  to  wear  green  and 
black.  It  might  also  be  mentioned  that  Seniors  have  worn 
'09  pins. 

But  we  will  forget  the  Seniors  now  and  return  to  our- 
selves. As  we  look  ourselves  over,  we  find  we  are  composed 
of  some  very  interesting  individuals.  First,  there  are  the  old 
charter  members:  Harry  Schweitzer,  who,  strange  to  say, 
never  had  a  case;  Grace  Lee,  whose  laugh  we  shall  never  for- 
get; Lucius  Fritze,  the  foot  ball  player  and  German  shark,  the 
man  the  Sophs  could  not  haze;  Roberts  Mann,  track  manager, 
chairman  of  the  pin  committee,  about  three  sizes  larger  than 
when  we  first  knew  him;  William  Hudson,  once  called  "Billy 
Wise"  of  the  physics  department  and  a  decorator  of  flag 
poles;  Edith  Love,  our  Secretary,  good  at  making  pennants, 
and  as  sweet  as  her  name;  Grover  Baumgartner,  a  friend  of 
Miss  Duncan's,  and  editor  of  the  Polyscope;  Constance  Heck- 
man,  a  math,  shark,  successor  to  Ethelwyn  Moss;  Fred.  Lin- 
deberg,  the  machine  boss,  a  friend  of  the  people,  and  Robert 
Plowe,  our  President.  Next  there  are  four  members  who 
joined  us  in  our  second,  third  and  fourth  years:  Lester  Byron, 
who  drifted  in  from  Dwight,  every  girl's  friend,  very  success- 
ful on  the  stage,  can  do  almost  anything,  and  our  Vice-Presi- 
dent, Anna  Bibo,  a  French  shark,  very  demure;  Ella 
Westlake,  the  heroine  of  a  chemistry  explosion;  and  Henry 
Truitt,  our  treasurer  and  a  handy  man  for  the  place,  well  liked 
for  his  auto,  and  motor  boat,  very  fond  of  a  western  girl.  The 
third  group  are  those  the  High  School  sent  to  us:  Edward 
Munns,  a  basket  ball  shark,  nothing  more;  Susan  Kellogg,  tall, 
with  large  blue  eyes  and  very  curly  flaxen  hair;  Hugh  Cooper, 
a  member  of  the  Dog  House  Quartette  and  often  seen  in 
chapel;  Louise  Helmbold,  Assistant  Recordress,  lives  some- 
where on  North  St.;  Merrill  Schnebly,  history  shark,  always 


"So  quiet,  so  pleasant,  so  reser\ 
Her  manner  would  not  change  i 


too  busy;  Ellen  Avery,  a  socialist;  Bess  Estep,  a  friend  of 
Red's,  but  went  to  California  anyway;  Ben.  Sager,  successor 
to  William  Shakespeare,  a  good  vaudeville  orchestra;  Hazel 
Brown,  Claude's  sister;  Erma  Donathen,  the  girl  with  the 
dreamy  eyes,  seems  to  have  a  pull  with  class  presidents;  Bcr- 
nadette  Cashin,  often  goes  to  chemistry,  and  Irene  Lidle,  good 
at  poetry,  well  liked  by  everybody,  even  by  some  Seniors. 
Next  are  the  out-of-town  people:  Marie  Knapp,  from  Pekin, 
but  a  great  actress  and  a  very  sweet  girl  anyway;  Ralph  Scy- 
more,  from  some  place  in  Connecticut,  the  boy  that  the  ride 
from  Jubilee  made  famous;  Olive  Balcke,  formerly  of  Peoria, 
now  of  Quincy,  and  Melitta  Magaret,  formerly  of  Pekin,  now 
of  Peoria,  always  together;  Harold  Everly,  from  Wenona,  ex- 
dealer  of  checks  in  the  lunch  room;  Marrs  Shoop,  the  dearest 
boy  in  school,  so  a  certain  Junior  girl  said;  and  Mildred 
Schureman,  a  good  rough-houser,  strong  as  most  boys,  thinks 
she  could  climb  higher  on  a  fllag  pole  than  Bob  Mann  did. 
The  rest  of  our  class  are  those  who  have  been  handed  down  to 
us  from  the  class  of  1908  for  various  reasons:  Bertha  Baughman, 
a  loyal  Junior,  speaks  only  when  spoken  to;  Vivian  Boniface, 
a  loyal  base  ball  fanette,  a  friend  of  Si. 's— for  a  while;  Claude 
Brown,  good  at  bluffing,  a  very  steady  going  sort  of  a  fellow; 
Fred.  Causey,  famous  for  his  tenor  voice;  David  Harris,  a 
friend  of  Mr.  Bryan's,  and  a  long-distance  runner;  Edward 
Gushing,  vaudeville  artist,  Bradley's  funny  man  and  next 
year's  foot  ball  captain,  and  Roy  Kellar,  still  a  Senior  by  mar- 
riage. We  hope  that  this  complete  list  of  the  accomplishments 
of  our  class  will  make  a  favorable  impression  everywhere. 
What  do  we  think  of  it  ?    Why — 

"  Naughty  nine, 
Mighty  fine. 
Right  in  line, 

Naughty  nine."  R.  P.,  1909 


she  sat  upon  a  \.a.ck." —Hanna»i 
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The  Normal  Glass  of  1908 


Officers 

Joseph  W.  Paul  President 

Bertha  Elizabeth  Kraeger   Vice-President 

Tasso  Lindsey   Secretary 

Mary  Eliza  Williams   Treasurer 


Leona  Feme  Garter,  Teachers'  Domestic  Economy  Course 

Graduate  Lewistown  High  School,  '04;  Teacher  in  Public  Schools,  '04-'06; 
Student  University  of  Illinois,  06;  Member  of  Pedagogic  Club. 

John  W.  Curtis        .        Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 

Graduate  Sam  Houston  Normal  Institute,  Texas,  '01;  Student  University 
Texas,  Summer  '02;  Student  Bradley  Institute,  '04-'05;  Teacher  in  the 
U.  S.  twelve  years;  Teacher  in  Trade  Schools,  P.  I.,  '05-'07. 

Edith  Louise  Grimm    .    Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 

Graduate  Quincy  High  Schools,  97;  Teacher  Quincy  Public  Schools,  five 
years;  Member  Arts  and  Grafts  Club  and  Secretary  Pedagogic  Club. 

Bertha  Elizabeth  Kraeger 

Teachers'  Domestic  Economy  Course 

Graduate  Pekin  Hign  School,  '00;  Practice  Teaching  one  year;  Member 
Pedagogic  Club;  Vice-President  Normal  Class  '08. 

Tasso  Lindsey      .      .      Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 

Graduate  Lockport,  N.  Y.,  High  School,  '05;  Student  Bradley  Institute, 
'07;  Teacher  Woodworking  at  Neighborhood  House,  '07-'08. 


Laura  Gertrude  Patterson 

Teachers'  Domestic  Economy  Course 

Graduate  Bradley  Literature  Course,  '07;  Teacher  Sewing  at  Neighborhood 
House,  '07-'08;  Member  Pedagogic  Club  and  Y.  W.  C.  A. 

Joseph  W.  Paul       .       Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 

Graduate  Bradley  Engineering  Course,  '04;  Teacher  Manual  Training, 
Rockford  Public  Schools,  '04-'07;  Teacher  Mechanical  Drawing,  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
Night  School,  '07-'08;  Vice-President,  Pedagogic  Club. 

Robert  Washington  Selvidge,  Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 

University  of  Missouri,  '97-'98;  State  Normal  School,  Warrensburg,  Mo., 
B.  Pe.,  '00;  Columbia  University,  B.  S.,  M.  A.,  '08;  Supervisor  Manual 
Training,  Joplin,  Mo.,  '00-'03;  Superintendent  Mechanic  Arts  Department, 
Louisiana  Industrial  Institute,  Ruston,  La.,  '03-'07. 

Albert  F.  Siepert       .       Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 

Graduate  Menominie,  Wis.,  High  School  and  Stout  Training  School,  '02; 
Teacher  Manual  Training,  Iowa  City,  la.,  '04-'07;  Student  University  of  Iowa, 
'05-'07;  Member  Pedagogic,  Arts  and  Crafts,  Engineering  Clubs. 


Mary  Eliza  Williams 


Teachers'  Manual  Training  Course 


Junior  University  of  Indiana,  Bloomington,  '06-'07;  Teacher  Public 
Schools,  seven  years;  Member  Philosophy  Club  and  Y.W.  C.  A.,  Bloomington, 
Ind.;  Member  Pedagogic  Club. 
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Graduates  in  Optics 


G.  F.  Ames,  Charlotte,  Mich. 

H.  D.  Archer,  West  Union,  Iowa 
J.  F.  Ayres,  David  City,  Neb. 
H.  W.  Barnes,  Avoca,  Iowa 

W.  P.  Benedict,  Cherokee,  Iowa 

A.  L.  Bennett,  Noblesville,  Ind. 
J.  M.  BereHne,  Oxford,  Iowa 

L.  C.  Carr,  Coyle,  Okla. 

R.  E.  Church,  Sheridan,  Wyo. 
J.  A.  Crossman,  Peoria,  111. 

L.  Enteneur,  Havana,  111. 

J.  Finlinson,  Hatterman,  Iowa 
R.  T.  Gardner,  Lincoln,  111. 

E.  A.  Gaston,  El  Paso,  Texas 

E.  Geise,  Wallcott,  Iowa 

Gertrude  A.  Geopfarth,  Emerson,  Iowa 
P.  Golden,  Gorsicana,  Texas 

L.  Hagener,  Beardstown,  111. 

H.  F.  Haman,  Fremont,  Neb. 

W.  D.  Harmon,  Belle  Center,  O. 
E.  J.  Hendee,  Waukegan,  111. 

H.  M.  Hodges,  Myers,  Texas 

H.  H.  Hoffman,  New  Castle,  Va. 
L.  Honeyman,  Florence,  Colo. 

S.  C.  Howard,  Columbus,  Ohio 
L.  Huber,  Charlotte,  Mich. 

O.  C.  Hurst,  Anderson,  Ind. 

J.  D.  Keithley,  Crystal  Spring,  Miss. 


E.  O.  Lewis,  Sweadsboro,  N.  J. 

L.  Lukkason,  Braleberg,  Minn. 

J.  S.  Martinek,  Traverse  City,  Mich. 
J.  K.  Maxwell,  Brookston,  Ind. 

C.  G.  Miller,  Prophetstown,  111. 

L.  A.  Mohlman,  LaFayette,  Ind. 
H.  R.  Morris,  Peoria,  111. 

R.  D.  Mundhenk,  New  Madison,  Ohio 
W.  W.  Parker,  Conway,  S.  C. 

L.  R.  Ralston,  Rochester,  Ind. 
H.  Rankin,  Camden,  Me. 

J.  W.  Rhoads,  Detroit,  Minn. 

E.  A.  Rickmeyer,  New  Albany,  Ind. 
H.  Riegel,  Circleville,  Ohio 

W.  L.  Ritchie,  Maysville,  Ind. 

J.  J.  Rohlk,  Davenport,  Iowa 

R.  B.  Simpson,  Wahoo,  Neb. 

L.  A.  Smith,  Farmington,  111. 

B.  F.  Stedman,  Atica,  N.  Y. 

L.  C.  Tallman,  Ames,  Iowa 

W.  P.  Thacker,  Donnellson,  111. 

J,  Trimble,  Anacortes,  Wash. 

Mrs.  Nellie  VanSlyke,  Oneida,  Iowa 
O.  M.  Whitley,  Andersonia,  Gal. 
J.  P.  Wood,  Gorsicana,  Texas 

C.  M.  Wright,  Aberdeen,  S.  D. 

Arthur  Younglove,  Peoria,  111. 

A.  C.  Zimmer,  Plymouth,  Ind. 
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Geo.  C.  Mahle   Editor 

Glen  M.  Ebaugh   Business  Manager 

Grover  Baumgartner  Assistant  Business  Manager 

Chas.  T.  Mason  Associate  Editor 

Olive  Radley  ]  Clarence  Streasser  Athletics 

Francis  Bohl  ]  Ethel  Summers   Social  and  Alumni 

)■  Locals 

Helen  Nixon                                                          j  Wm.  Hudson   Staff  Artist 

Edward  Gushing  J  Edward  Miller  .....        Horological  Editor 


"Oh  wliy  are  you  people  so  naughty?" — Afiss  Blossom. 


53 


OFFICERS 


Roy  A.  Keller 
B.  S.  Beecher 
Charles  Atwood 
J.  H.  Miner  , 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 
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Y.  M.  C.  A.  Members 

Charles  A.  Atwood  Harry  S.  Becker  Benjamin  S.  Beecher  Loring  Bunn 

'• 

G.  R.  Coffman  Merrill  M.  Dwinell  Sidney  E.  Easton 

Arthur  L.  Edgeworth  Arvid  Elmquist  Sidney  Feiselmann  Charles  VV.  Fuener 

Glen  M.  Ebaugh  Robert  E.  Gilliland  Harry  K.  Griffin 

David  E.  Harris  John  A.  Johnson  Roy  A.  Keller  Harold  W.  Lynch 

Frank  Mercer  Alexander  Macdonald  R.  Kenneth  Murduck 

Walter  Neal  Roger  Schenck  Alfred  Siepert  James  A.  Scofield 

Henry  Truitt  Frank  Werckle 

"Ignorance  is  bliss,  so  I'm  supremely  huppy. "—Hratu/g.  65 


Edith  Love 
Ethel  Summers 
Marion  Faber 
Bessie  Morris 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 
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"After  man  came  woman,  and  she  has  been  after  him  ever  slnce."—Ba27£y. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.  Members 


Ethelwyn  Moss 

Marguerite  Hayward 
Helen  Thomas 
Edith  Love 


Ruth  Sherwood 

Pearl  Buchner 

Helen  Martin 

Mary  Hunter 


rtha  Baughman 
Olive  Reynolds 

Florence  Buchanan 

Elizabeth  Barrington 
Ella  Wesdake 

Olive  Balcke 


Mellita  Margaret 

Louise  Helmbold 
Edna  Lucas 

Pearl  Schnackenberg 

Mildred  Schureman 
Una  Garrett 


Marion  Faber 

Rexie  Rockwell 
Hazel  Marcy 

Helena  Burgess 

Adelaide  Sprague 
Myrtle  Gordon 
Gladys  Love 

Hazel  Spence 

Ethel  Botts 


"Not  because  your  hair  is  curly."— Causey 
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Arts  and  Crafts  Club 


Officers 


Louise  Gibson 
Wm.  Hudson 
Glen  M.  Ebaugh 
Louise  M.  DeLent 
Miss  Meyer 


Martha  Grant 

Robert  Plowe 

Ethelwyn  Moss 

Gordon  Kellar 


Members 


Roberts  Mann 


Rexie  Rockwell 
Laura  Geach 


Grace  Lee 
Tasso  Lindsey 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 
Curator 


Albert  Siepert 
Edith  Grimm 
Harold  Everly 
George  Keller 

Joseph  Paul 

C.  A.  Bennett 

F.  L.  Raymond 

Miss  Meyer 
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"No  bounds  his  headlong,  vast  ambition  Vno-^sr -Bobby  Mann 
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Laura  Geach 
Henry  Truitt 
Clarence  Straesser 


English  Club 
Officers 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary  and  Treasurer 


Iva  Rockwell 

Edward  Gushing 

Glarence  Straesser 
Robert  Plowe 

Margaret  McLaughlin 
Laura  Geach 
Grace  Hauk 
George  Goffman 
George  Mahle 


Members 
Henry  Truitt 

Margaret  Hayward 
Martha  Grant 

Louise  DeLent 

Merrill  Dwinell 
Garl  Paul 
Charles  Mason 
Gordon  Kellar 


Harry  Klotz 

Rexie  Rockwell 
Marion  Faber 
Ellen  Muir 

Sanchen  Strehlow 
Florence  Cole 
Vivian  Boniface 
Roberts  Mann 
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There  are  crushed  hearts  that  will  not  break,  and  mine,  methinks,  is  one— 5z7/  Bennett. 


History  Club 

Officers 


Benjamin  S.  Beecher 
Martha  Grant 
George  C.  Mahle 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 


Executive  Committee 
Charles  T.  WyckofF  Benjamin  S.  Beecher 

Martha  Grant  George  G.  Mahle 


George  R.  Goffman 


Laura  Geach 
Martha  Grant 
George  C.  Mahle 
George  R.  Goffman 
Benjamin  S.  Beecher 
Grover  Baumgartner 
Harry  Griffin 


Active  Members 

Grace  Hauk  Rexie  Rockwell 

Sidney  Easton  Charles  T.  Wyckoff 

Charles  Mason  Francis  J.  Bohl 

Bessie  Morris  Roberts  Mann 

Margaret  Hayward  Merrill  Dwinell 

Robert  Plowe  Merrill  Schnebly 

Iva  Rockwell  Marion  Faber 


Roy  A.  Kellar 
Ellen  Muir 
Gordon  Kellar 
Florence  Cole 
MeUitta  Margaret 
Erma  Donathen 


62 


"Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman." — Kfiapp. 


Charter  Members 


Edwin  E.  Anderson  Alice  Schafer 

Rejoyce  B.  Collins  Burdean  Stevenson 

James  W.  Garner  John  M.  Warbeke 

Leigh  Harris  Charles  T.  Wyckoff 

Charles  H.  Lyon 


Honorary  Members 


Benj.  Cowell 

Mrs.  Benj.  Cowell 
Florence  Davidson 

James  W.  Garner 

T.  C.  Burgess 

Leigh  Harris 


Frank  W.  Radley 

Luther  Keithly 

P.  E.  Mann 

Mrs.  P.  E.  Mann 
E.  S.  Willcox 


Mrs.  E.  S.  Willcox 

Wm.  E.  MofFatt 

Moses  J.  Wright 

E.  O.  Sisson 

Mrs.  E.  O.  Sisson 
E.  E.  Anderson 


Adelaide  Lawson 

Sidney  B.  Cutright 

Julia  Bourland  Clark 


Honorary  Members  of  the  Alumni 

Ray  Durley  Edith  M.  Seaton 

Victor  J.  West  Mark   M.  Cowell 

Mary  Schureman  Imig  G.  C.  Leffingwell 


"I  don't  know  a  thing;  shall  I  go  to  class  or  not?  "—/)'.  CasJtin 
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Social 


Officers 
Natalia  Jobst, 

President 

Dawson  Brande 

Treasurer 


Dates 

December  13 
March  20 
June  5 


Frank  Bennett,  '02 
Anne  Kellogg,  '02 
Janet  Grant,  '07 
Herbert  Kellar,  '07 


Alumni  Association 


Officers 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 


Alumni  Day,  June  20 


"As  restless  as  a  het."—Ruth  Farra. 


Engineering  Club 


Honorary  Members 
F.  D.  Crawshaw  J.  M.  Kuppell  D.  H.  Maury 

W.  H.  Hammond  G.  H.  Lyon  O.  J.  SchimpfF 


Alexander  Macdonald 
Roy  A.  Keller 
William  D.  Hiller 
Frederick  H.  Evans 
Charles  Atwood 

C.  Belsley 
F.  L.  Bishop 

Charles  A.  Atwood 
Donald  L.  Badgley 
Joseph  F.  Bailey 
Harry  S.  Becker 
Benj.  S.  Beecher 
Charles  A.  Bennett 
Wm.  R.  Bennett 
Edward  VonBeidenfeld 
Warren  J.  Buchner 
Theodore  C.  Burgess 
Roy  R.  Carson 
Fred.  W.  Cole 
George  R.  CofFman 


Clarence  E.  Comstock 
Glen  M.  Ebaugh 
Arthur  L.  Edgeworth 
Arvid  G.  Elmquist 
Bert  H.  Ehringer 
Frederick  H.  Evans 
Wilbur  E.  Flood 
Walter  K.  Ford 
Theodore  Franzen 
Lucius  A.  Fritze 
Charles  W.  Feuner 
Wm.  C.  Giessler 
Frank  E.  Gooding 


Officers 


Active  Members 

Ross  B.  Greves 
David  H.  Harris 
Lawrence  Hegler 
Frank  F.  Huber 
Rudy  H.  Heintzman 
Paul  E.  Herschel 
Allen  W.  Heyle 
Wm.  D.  Hiller 
Wm.  H.  Hudson 
Roy  A.  Keller 
John  H.  Kuhl 
Harold  W.  Lynch 
Fred.  G.  Lindeburg 


J.  A.  Shank 
D.  A.  Seeley 

Tasso  Lindsey 
Alex.  Macdonald 
Roberts  J.  Mann 
Lester  R.  Mason 
Frank  G.  Mercer 
Robert  Moutier 
R.  Kenneth  Murduck 
Frank  H.  Murray 
Walter  W.  Neal 
Carl  R.  Paul 
Joseph  W.  Paul 
Bennett  R.  Parker 
Myron  B.  Persons 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 


A.  Wade 

J.  W.  Woerman 

Benj.  S.  PfeifFer 
Wm.  F.  Raymond 
Roger  Schenck 
Harry  E.  Schweitzer 
Lynn  C.  Sieberns 
Oscar  W.  Sieberns 
Albert  S.  Siepert 
Robert  M.  Spurck 
Clarence  W.  Straesser 
Paul  V.  Strehlow 
Clinton  S.  VanDeusen 
Frank  W.  Werckle 
A.  T.  Westlake 
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"The  last  of  an  excellent  bunch." — Julia. 


The  Engineering  Club 


"Der  Deutsche  Klub" 


Officers 

T>       ^   ^  .....  President 

Grover  Baumgartner 

Natalia  Jobst 


Members 

Dorothy  Duncan 

Mary  Bates  Blossom 

Hazel  Marcy 

Sanchen  Strehlow 

Bessie  Morris 
Benj.  F.  Sager 
Melitta  Margaret 
Ruth  Cooper 
Hugh  Cooper 


Anna  Bibo 

Louise  Hannam 
Martha  Bailey 
Marion  Faber 
Martha  Grant 

George  Mahle 

Merrill  Dwinell 

Louise  Helmbold 

Susan  Kellogg 
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Perhaps  I'm  no  student,  but  I  make  a  hit  with  the  ladles."— Ay haard. 


Der  Deutsche  Klub 


The  German  Club  is  the  most  recent  organization  at  Bradley.  It  began  by  Miss  Blossom 
entertaining  German  3  at  her  home,  and  every  one  seemed  to  enjoy  it  so  much  that  it  was 
decided  to  meet  again  the  next  month.  This  time  it  was  enjoyed  still  more  and  so  it  was  decided 
to  organize  a  German  Club.  Accordingly  Grover  Baumgartner  was  elected  President  and 
Natalia  Jobst  Secretary-Treasurer.  It  was  then  voted  to  meet  regularly  once  a  month,  and  to 
make  the  classes  of  German  3  and  4  eligible  to  membership. 

At  the  club  German  only  is  spoken  throughout  the  entire  evening,  which  of  course  is  a 
great  help  to  anyone  desiring  fluency  in  the  German  language.  The  club  also  listened  to  some 
very  fine  lectures  on  German  literature  and  German  authors  by  Rev.  Margaret.  On  May  29th 
the  club  enjoyed  a  picnic  at  the  Bibo  farm,  the  trip  being  partly  by  train  and  partly  by  hayrack. 
May  this  be  one  of  the  permanent  organizations  of  Bradley. 


"Love  me  little,  love  me  long." — Bailey. 


Bradley  Girls'  Debating  Club 


Officers 


Martha  Grant 
Edith  Love 
Edith  Rutherford 
Bessie  Morris 


WINTER  QUARTER 


FALL  QUARTER 


Laura  Geach 

Marguerite  Hayward 

Amy  Keithley 

Bessie  Morris 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 


Laura  Geach 
Sanchen  Strehlow 
Amy  Keithley 
Natalia  Jobst 


SPRING  QUARTER 


Edith  Rutherford 
Natalia  Jobst 
Louise  Helmbold 
Erma  Donathen 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 


Members 


Ellen  Muir 


Martha  Grant 
Louise  DeLent 


Edith  Love 

Natalia  Jobst 
Sanchen  Strehlow 


Erma  Donathen 
Marion  Faber 
Ruth  Sherwood 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Treasurer 


Melitta  Margaret 
Rexie  Rockwell 
Ella  Sengenberger 


Louise  Helmbold 
Edith  Rutherford 
Mable  Mc  Dowell 
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'  Such  a  ladies'  man."— Mr.  Bryan 
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Bradley  Debating  Club 


Officers 


Chas  A.  Atwood 
G.  Gordon  Kellar 
Frank  E.  Gooding 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary  and  Treasurer 


Members 

Chas.  A.  Atwood 

Merrill  M.  Dwinell 

Arthur  L.  Edgeworth 

Harold  E.  Everly 

William  G.  Giessler 

Frank  E.  Gooding 

Harry  K.  Griffin 

David  E.  Harris 

G.  Gordon  Kellar 

Roy  A.  Keller 

Carl  E.  Paul 

Robert  M.  Spurck 
Joseph  W.  Paul 
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"He  can  beliold  things  manifold 
That  have  not  yet  been  wholly  told."—/?/-.  Wyckoff 
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Institute  Debating  Club 


Chas.  T.  Mason 
Sidney  H.  Easton 
Clarence  Straesser 
W.  H.  Bryan 

Grover  Baumgartner 
Walter  K.  Ford 
Theodore  Plack 
Wm.  H.  Shoop 
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Officers 


Members 


Benj.  S.  Beecher 
Alexander  Macdonald 


Merrill  Schnebly 
Clarence  Straesser 


'Daring  Infancy"— TV/r.  Coffinan. 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary 
Critic 


Fred.  Causey 

Sidney  H.  Easton 

Chas.  T.  Mason 

George  Mahle 

Ben.  F.  Sager 

George  Hutter 

Ralph  Seymour 

Edward  Munns 
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Bradley  Debating  and  Literary  Society 


Officers 

„  .  ...  President 

Lucius  bntze 

...  ..  Vice-President 

Frederick  Lindeburg 

^       .    „  ,  ,  ....       Secretary  and  Treasurer 

Francis  bohl       .  .  •  •  • 

Members 

William  H.  Hudson 

Harry  E.  Schweitzer 

Albert  Siepert 

Roy  F.  Ford 

Roberts  Mann 

Lynn  Sieberns 

Frank  Werckle 
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"Would  that  my  all  too  solid  flesh  would  mt\i."—Radley. 


Pedagogic  Club 


Officers 

T>  .  •  President 

Bertha  L-ase 

,       ,   T>    1  ...  Vice-President 

Joseph  Paul 


Edith  Grimm         .  •  •  •  •.  • 


Members 


Albert  Siepert 

Tasso  Lindsay 
Joseph  Paul 

George  Hutter 

Chas.  A.  Bennett 
Jessie  Wells 

Bertha  Baughman 

Sanchen  Strehlow 
Mary  Williams  Martha  Grant 

Fern  Carter  Helen  M.  Day 

May  AUison  Ella  Westlake 

V.  E.  Sayre  L-  R-  Rogers 


Annette  Fulford  Laura  Cation 

Gertrude  Patterson  Ethel  Summers 

Lynn  Rockwell  Olive  Balcke 

Florence  Ritter 
Edna  Baker 

Frederick  H.  Evans 
Adelaide  Mickel 

Mrs.  E.  E.  Winchip 
Harold  Everly 
May  Pugh 

Edith  Love 

J.  W.  Curtis 


"How  green  you  are  and  fresh  in  this  old  v!or\d."—Bohl. 
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Chorus 


Officers 


Grover  Baumgartner 
Marguerite  Hayward 
Laura  Geach 
Bessie  Morris 
Dr.  C.  T.  WyckofF 


President 
Vice-President 
Secretary  and  Treasurer 
Librarian 
Musical  Director 


Members 


Baumgartner 

Buchner,  W. 
Cooper,  H. 
Causey 

Phillips 
Love 

Knapp 


Becker 

Boyson 

Ebaugh 


Green 

Siepert 


Gibson 
Everly 

Davison 
Griffin 

Morris 


Marcy 
Allen 

Ford,  L. 

Edgeworth 
Harris 

Murduck 
Balcke 


Bailey 

Renkenberger 
Helmbold 
Ford,  N. 
Tarbell 


Cooper,  R. 
Fulford 
Radley 

Sherwood 


Seymour 


Rockwell 
Lindsay 
Keller 

Geach 


Buchner,  G. 
Cation 

Hayward 

Rutherford 
Harrison 


Cole 


Drury 

Strehlow 

Reynolds 
Thomas 
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"Too  sweet  to  last,  'Bun'  Avery's  smile.' 


Foot  Ball 

Lidle  Becker  Mason 
Schenck  Ffouts 

Heintzmann  Mercer 
Paul  Neilson 

Aylward      Lynch  Pfeiffer 


Base  Ball 


Heintzmann 
Lidle 
Droll 


Byron 
Neilson 
Becker 


Schenck 

Track 

Fawcett 

Tennis 

Schenck 


Wearers  of  the 
Athletic  Button 

Schenck      Gushing  Lidle 
Ebaugh  Lyon 
Mercer 
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Members  of  Foot  Ball  Team 


Pfeiffer 
Lynch 

Gushing 
Mason  . 

Paul 

Heintzmann 
Fritze 

Neilson  . 
Schenck 
Brande  . 


I  Center 


I  Tackles 

)■  Guards 

I 

J 

^ 

I- Quarter  Back 


Bennett 
Pfouts  . 
Glayman 
Armstrong 


1 

j 

l-Ends 


J 


Aylward     .  Full  Back 

Mercer,  (Gapt.)  j.^^ifBack 

Lidle         .  \ 

Gushing        .  Manager 

Average  weight  .    160  lbs. 


\ 


Foot  Ball  Review  1907 


The  foot  ball  season  of  1907  was  one  of  the  best  ever  experienced  at  Bradley.    When  the  call  was 
'  -  -  issued  for  candidates  at  the  beginning  of  the  season  it  was  found  that  several  of  last  year's  veterans  were 

missing,  but  the  admirable  way  in  which  the  new  men  showed  up,  more  than  overbalanced  the  han- 
dicap sustained  in  the  loss  of  the  old  men. 

Nearly  all  the  teams  which  Bradley  played  against,  far  outweighed  her,  but  the  fighting  spirit 
was  always  present,  and  never  once  did  the  men  show  any  disposition  to  give  up.  At  the  beginnmg 
of  the  season  Bradley  was  handicapped  by  having  no  regular  field  on  which  to  practice. 

The  first  game  was  with  Pekin  High  School,  at  Lake  View  Park  on  October  12,  resulting  in 
a  score  of  24-0  in  our  favor.  The  second  game  was  with  a  so-called  Lacon  Academy  team,  on 
October  18,  the  score  being  27-5,  in  Bradley's  favor. 

Our  third  game  was  played  with  Wesleyan,  on  October  26,  at  Bloomington.  This  was  the  first 
real  test  on  the  part  of  Bradley.  The  game  was  played  on  a  muddy  field,  and  neither  team  could 
make  much  headway  against  the  other.  In  the  first  half  Wesleyan  scored  a  field  goal,  this  being  the 
only  scoring  of  the  game. 

On  November  2  we  tied  the  fast  heavy  team  from  Normal,  the  score  being  0-0.  Normal  was 
afterward  awarded  the  championship  of  the  smaller  colleges  of  central  Illinois,  and  we  may  be 
proud  of  having  tied  such  a  team.  On  November  9  Bradley  played  Toulon  Academy,  defeating  them 
by  a  score  of  5-4. 

It  was  a  fitting  finish  to  our  grand  season,  when  on   November  23  we  defeated  Wesleyan  by 
the  score  of  15-6,  thereby  wiping  out  the  disgrace  of  our  defeat  by  them  earlier  in  the  season.  It 
was  in  this  game  that  Pfouts,  Bradley's  strong  right  end,  had  his  leg  broken.    Much  praise  should  be  given  Coaches  Lyons 


I 


F.  G.  Mercer,  Captain 


and  Keithley  for  their  faithful  work  with  the  team. 


F.  G.  MERGER,  (Gapt.) 


"  Of  all  green  words  of  tongue  or  pen 
5J.  .      The  greenest  are  these— '  Class  of  1910.' 


Foot  Ball  Scores 


At  Home 


Pekin 
Bradley 


0 

24 


At  Home 


Normal 
Bradley 


At  Home 


Lacon  Academy 
Bradley 


5 
27 


At  Home 


Toulon  Academy 
Bradley 


At  Bloomington 


Wesleyan 
Bradley 


At  Home 


Wesleyan 
Bradley 


6 
15 


Games  won  by  Bradley,  4       Tied,  1       Lost,  1 


Points  Scored:  Bradley,  71;  Opponents,  39 


"None  but  herself  could  be  her  parallel." — Irene  Lidle 
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"Wearing  all  that  learning  lightly  as  a  flower."— Estep. 


The  Basket  Ball  Team 


Basket  Ball  Review 


That  basket  ball  will  soon  rank  as  high  in  athletics  as  foot  ball  or  base  ball  is  a  certainty.  The 
interest  shown  in  this  branch  of  college  sports  in  the  number  of  candidates  out  for  the  team,  and  the 
attendance  at  the  games  seems  to  assure  this.  While  more  interest  has  been  shown  in  basket  ball  this 
year  than  ever  before,  yet  with  the  advent  of  the  new  gymnasium  this  interest  should  increase  so  as  to 
equal  that  taken  in  other  branches  of  athletics. 

The  team  this  year  in  spite  of  the  lack  of  a  gymnasium  of  their  own  and  reasonable  hours  to 
practice  in,  was  surely  as  good  if  not  better  than  any  ever  representing  Bradley.  At  the  call  for 
candidates  about  about  twenty-five  fellows  came  out  for  the  team.  With  four  of  last  year's  regulars  back 
and  this  material  to  choose  from,  the  team  was  formed.  A  good  second  team  was  also  chosen  which 
was  of  great  help  to  the  first  team  besides  making  a  good  record  for  themselves. 

The  schedule  played  this  year  was  one  of  the  heaviest  ever  attempted  in  basket  ball  at  Bradley. 
It  included  Knox,  Monmouth  who  claims  the  college  championship  of  the  state.  Redding,  Lincoln, 
Eureka  and  Normal  colleges.  With  all  of  these  Bradley  broke  even.  Out  of  fourteen  games  played  the 
team  won  eight  and  lost  six.  Seven  of  these  games  were  played  at  home  and  seven  out  of  the  city. 
In  the  matter  of  points  scored  Bradley  made  456  to  the  opponents  433.  One  point  of  interest  in  the 
record  of  this  year's  five  is  that  they  played  two  games  requiring  extra  time,  both  of  which  they  won. 

Although  only  one  of  the  regulars  will  return  next  year,  yet  it  is  certain  that  with  the  material  in 
the  second  team  and  the  benefits  of  the  new  "gym"  Bradley  will  have  as  good  if  not  a  far  better  team 

CHAS.  FEUNER,  Capt. 

than  this  year  s. 


"Deep  wisdom,  swelled  head, 
Brain  fever,  he's  dead."— A  Senior. 


Scores  for  the  Basket  Ball 


At  Canton 


At  Eureka 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Lincoln 


At  Home 


At  Monmouth 


Canton  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
Bradley 

Eureka 
Bradley 

Hedding 
Bradley 

Spalding 
Bradley 

Lincoln 
Bradley 

Normal 
Bradley 

Monmouth 
Bradley 


24 

26 

36 
29 

31 
48 

16 

18 

15 
23 

23 
41 

57 
27 


At  Galesburg 


At  Abington 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Washington 


Knox 
Bradley 

Hedding  . 
Bradley 

Eureka 
Bradley  . 

Monmouth 
Bradley 

Knox 
Bradley 

Peoria  High  School 
Bradley 

Washington 
Bradley 


34 

32 

.  29 

33 

35 
52 

33 

39 

31 
62 

.  36 
17 

30 
12 


Points  Scored :  Bradley,  449;  Opponents,  430 


Games  won  by  Bradley,  9;  by  Opponents,  5 


"  Exactly  her  sister's  parallel." — Lucile  Maple 
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"  A  nice,  fuzzy  wuzzy  one.'"— Marguerite  Hayward 


Base  Ball  Review  1908 

When  Coach  Holsinger  called  the  candidates  together  for  the  first  time  in  March  1908,  the  faces 
of  Mellow  and  Hayward  were  missing.  The  absence  of  these  men  was  not  greatly  felt,  owmg  to  the 
fact  that  there  was  plenty  of  valuable  material  to  fill  these  vacanc.es  .     u  .  H 

Our  men  were  handicapped  in  their  training,  as  our  new  athletic  field  was  not  quite  finished  and 
the  rain  also  did  much  towards  keeping  the  fellows  indoors.  ,     .,  .       jn-  ' 

The  first  important  game  of  the  season  took  place  on  Bradley  campus  April  16,  when  Illmo.s 
Wesleyan  was  taken  into  camp  by  a  score  of  8  to  4. 

On  April  20  the  first  game  of  the  very  successful  trip  was  played  with  the  Umversity  of  Illinois 
Freshmen  at  Champaign,  where  they  beat  Coach  Hurs  young  hopefuls  by  a  score  o   18  to  8. 

The  boys  then  journeyed  over  to  Charleston,  where  the  Eastern  Illinois  Normahtes  administered 
them  their  first  defeat  by  the  close  score  of  3  to  1. 

Aoril  22  Indiana  State  Normal  was  defeated  at  Terre  Haute  by  a  score  of  13  to  7.  ^  .     ^  ^ 

On  April  23  Millikin  was  brought  to  realize  the  meaning  of  that  date,  the  resulting  score  being  6  to  4. 
What  would  have  proved  another  easy  victory  was  prevented  at  Bloomington  by  rain,  when  Illinois 
Normal  would  have  been  the  victims.  ,        ,  c        rt  t> 

On  May  2  the  above  statement  was  undeniably  and  irrefutably  demonstrated  as  the  men  from  B.  P. 
I.  walked  all  over  the  teachers  by  a  score  of  15  to  0.  u  c  u    i  o 

On  May  9th  those  basket  ball  scores  were  avenged  when  we  beat  High  School  9  to  .5. 
On  May  13  we  were  forced  to  realize  the  significance  of  that  other  most  unlucky  date  when  Millik.n 
gave  our  championship  aspirations  a  setback  to  the  tune  of  5-3.  •      n  i  t^u- 

On  May  10  the  Illinois  Freshmen  were  again  overwhelmingly  defeated;  the  score  being  9-1.  This 
game  was  the  last  played  before  this  book  went  to  press.  t^.  , 

The  team  played  admirable  ball  throughout  the  season,  winning  2  out  of  14  games.  The  next 
season  should  be  equallv  succcessful  as  practically  all  of  the  men  will  return  next  year  and  with  the 
benefits  orthe  new  "gym,"  which  is  hovering  near  we  ought  to  have  a  good,  championship  team. 
AlLugh  we  ha!^:  not  declared  ourselves  champions  of  the  smaller  colleges  of  Illinois  yet  figuring  by  the 
peSage  method,  the  way  all  pennants  are  decided,  we  stand  far  above  Eastern  Illinois  Normal  and 
MiUikin.    "All  hail  the  champs." 


"Went  skating,  'tis  said, 
Floor  hit  him,  he's  dead."— ^  Junior. 


Base  Ball  Scores 


At  Jubilee 


At  Home 


At  Champaign 


At  Charleston 


At  Terre  Haute 


At  Decatur 


At  Bloomington 


Jubilee 
Bradley 

Wesleyan 
Bradley 

U.  of  I.  Freshmen  . 
Bradley 

E.  111.  Normal 
Bradley 

Indiana  State  Normal 
Bradley  . 

Millikin 
Bradley 

Illinois  State  Normal 
Bradley 

At  Home 


0  2 
28  32 

4 
8 


18 

3 
1 

7 

15 


Rain 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Home 


At  Lincoln 


Illinois  State  Normal 
Bradley 

Peoria  High  School 
Bradley 

Millikin 
Bradley 

U.  of  I.  Freshmen 
Bradley 

Lincoln  College 
Bradley 


4  .  Wesleyan 

At  Bloomington 
6  Bradley 


Peoria  High  School  . 
Bradley 


Lincoln  College 
Bradley 

4 
5 


0 

15 

3 
9 

5 
3 

1 
9 

Cancelled 
Rain 
Cancelled 


"Uneasy  lies  the  liead  that  wears  a  'con.'  " — Meidroth. 
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Glen  M.  Ebaugh  ,  .  Captain 
Roberts  Mann        .       .  Manager 

Plowe  Lidle  Mann 

Ebaugh  Fawcett 
Straesser  Davis  Mason 

Moser        Spurck  Becker 


The  Track  Team 


Track  Review  1908 


When  Coach  Norwood  made  his  appearance  this  Spring,  the  track  and  field  were  in 
very  poor  condition.  The  call  for  candidates  was  cheerfully  responded  to,  however,  and  the 
training  started  in  earnest.  When  the  first  week  had  about  passed,  it  began  raining  and  con- 
tinued to  do  so  for  the  greater  part  of  the  season.  With  no  "gym"  our  men  could  do  nothing 
but  sit  around  and  patiently  wait  for  the  sun  to  shine. 

The  annual  interscholastic  meet,  which  took  place  on  April  25th,  was  well  attended, 
and  the  great  number  of  entries  was  quickly  run  off.  In  this  meet  several  of  the  old 
interscholastic  records  went  by  the  board.  Ghillicothe  came  out  first  with  Peoria  High  School 
a  close  second.    Such  men  from  our  Academy  as  Mason  and  Davis  represented  us. 

On  May  23rd  the  first  annual  Intercollegiate  Meet  was  held  on  Bradley  campus.  In  this 
meet  Fawcett  broke  the  school  record  for  the  hammer  throw.  Ebaugh  took  first  in  the  high 
jump,  Lidle  second  in  the  shot  put,  and  Plowe  showed  up  well  in  the  220,  finishing  third.  The 
meet  was  won  by  Knox,  Bradley  getting  fifth  place. 

With  a  new  "gym"  on  the  way,  and  with  our  newly  improved  field,  Bradley  ought  to  have 
next  year  a  team  fully  equal  to  any  of  Central  Illinois. 


G.  M.  Ebaugh,  Captain 


"Fair  one  leaves  him,  hopes  fled, 
Heart  broken,  lie's  dead." — A  Sophomore. 


Bradley  Track  Records 


50- Yard  Dash 
100-Yard  Dash 
220- Yard  Dash 
440-Yard  Dash 


Hancock 

Hancock  \ 
Dillon  \ 

Dillon  . 

Plowe  I 
Dillon  ] 


5  1-5  sec.        880- Yard  Dash 


10  1-5  sec.        l-Mile  Run 


23  sec. 


54  sec. 


120- Yard  High  Hurdle 


220- Yard  Low  Hurdle 


Cowcll 


Gowell 


2  min.  14  sec. 


.    5  min.  20  sec. 


Kil 


ver 


Bartholomew 


16  sec. 


28  sec. 


16-lb.  Shot 
16-lb,  Hammer 
Discus 


Lidle  . 
Fawcett 
Fred.  Kraemer 
Pole  Vault 


Bradley  Field  Records 


36  ft.  8  in.        High  Jump 


92  ft.  5  in.        Running  Broad  Jump 


Ebaugh 


115  ft.  3  in.        Standing  Broad  Jump        .     Wm.  Davis 


Powell 


C.  King  Benton 


9  ft.  4  in. 


5  ft.  9H  in. 
9  ft.  3y2  in. 
19  ft.  10  in. 


"Brevity  is  the  soul  of  yi\X."—Easton. 
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First  Annual  Intercollegiate  Track  Meet 


On  a  track  too  heavy  and  a  field  too  slow  for  breaking 
records  Knox  College  won  the  first  Annual  Intercollegiate 
Track  and  Field  Meet  on  Bradley  campus,  May  23,  with  29>^ 
points.  Illinois  Wesleyan  was  second  with  23,  Millikin  third 
(22),  Monmouth  fourth  (17),  Bradley  fifth  (14>3),  Lombard 
sixth  (6),  Illinois  College  seventh  (5^0.  Illinois  Normal  and 
Hedding  tied  for  last  with  (0)  points  each.  The  meet  was  a 
grand  success,  as  it  brought  together  the  best  athletes  of  which 
Illinois  can  boast. 

Ebaugh,  the  Bradley  jumper,  who  is  without  exception  the 
best  in  the  state,  took  first  in  the  high  jump  which  proved  the 
most  interesting  of  the  field  events.  He  easily  made  5  feet 
6H  inches  and  could  have  done  much  better  had  he  been 
forced.  Becker  took  third  in  this  event.  Fawcett,  one  of  our 
Horological  entries,  took  first  in  the  hammer  throw,  breaking 


the  Breadley  record  for  this  event.  Lidle  took  second  in  the 
shot  put.  Plowe  showed  well  in  the  220-yard  dash,  finishing 
neck  and  neck  with  Gordon,  winner  of  third  place. 

Supporters  of  Bradley's  track  team  should  be  more  than 
proud  over  their  showing.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  Bradley 
did  not  have  the  benefit  of  a  gymnasium,  the  wearers  of  the 
red  and  white  did  remarkably  well,  due  to  the  excellent  work 
of  coach  Norwood  who  was  engaged  to  train  our  men. 

The  meet  was  excellently  managed  owing  to  the  large 
number  of  competent  officials.  Dr.  J.  E.  Raycroft,  of  the 
University  of  Chicago  was  referee,  and  Harry  Gill,  of  Illinois, 
was  starter.    Other  well  known  college  men  assisted. 

This  intercollegiate  meet  was  an  experiment,  but  there  is 
little  doubt  but  that  hereafter  it  will  be  a  permanent  feature  of 
Bradley  athletic  events. 
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"Please  go  away  and  let  me  sleep." — Ballance. 


'J9 


One  night  me  an'  Jaspah  went  a-huntin'  foh  ah  coon, 
We  could'n  fin'  no  lante'n,  so  we  tuk  along  de  moon. 
Now  pretty  soon  that  dog  o'  our'n  went  barkin'  up  ah  tree, 
Ah  knowed  he'd  treed  ah  coon,  jes'  as  sure  as  ah  could  be. 


Me'n  Jaspah  tuk  de  axes  an'  chopped  down  dat-air  tree, 
An'  de  mix  up  we  got  intuh  was  a  sight  foh  men  to  see; 
Dat  coon  he  grabbed  owah  doggie's  eah  an'  settled  foh  to  stay. 
But  Fido  wid  his  obstinacy  couldn't  see  hit  dat-a-way. 


He  tuk  a  holt  on  de  coon's  hind  laig,  an'  roun'  and  roun'  dey  went. 
You'd  a  thought  dey  wuz  a  merry-go-roun',  what's  us'ally  in  a  tent. 
Jaspah  went  to  hit  dat  coon  ah  whoppah  on  de  nose. 
But  miss't,  an'  hit  my  ol'  Fido,  who  to  de  daisies  turned  his  toes. 


'Go'se  I  got  mad  an'  hit  dat  Jaspah  such  a  gosh-a-mighty  whack, 

You  could  ah  heard  his  hallaleujahs  to  Africky  an'  back. 

An'  while  he  wuz  expostilatin',  de  coon  meandered  off, 

An'  we  took  nothin'  foh  mammy,  but  an  awful  col'  an'  cough 

R.  J.  M.,  1909 
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Milk  famine,  not  fed, 

Starvation,  he's  dead."— .-7  Freshman 


Founder's  Day 


Eleventh  Annual  Observance 
Tuesday  October  the  8th,  1907 


Processional  Triumphal  Chorus 

Invocation      ■  -         -         -         "         .  - 

The  Reverend  Theodore  Hand  Allen 

Organ  Solo,  Larghetto  .         .         -  - 

Mr.  John  A.  Johnson 

The  Address 

William  Hawley  Smith 
Recessional  March       ....  - 


Tenth  Annual  Convocation 


Bradley 
Friday,  June  28th, 
Peoria, 

Processional,  March  Pontificale        .  .  .  Hardy 

Invocation  ..... 

The  Rev.  Harry  Foster  Burns,  B.  D. 

Music,  Chanson  Triste  .  .  .  Tschaikowski 

The  Convocation  Address,  "Problems  of  Greater  America" 
Chancellor  E.  Benjamin  Andrews, 

The  University  of  Nebraska,  Lincoln,  Nebraska 

Music,  Tarn  O'Shanter's  Ride  .  .  .  Warren 

The  Annual  Statement  of  the  Director 


Hall 

L907,  8:15  P.  M. 
111. 

Solo,  Faith  in  Spring       ....  Schubert 
Harry  C.  Hammond 

Presentation  of  Diplomas 

Recessional,  Polonaise  Militaire       .  .  .  Chopin 

Winners  of  Institute  Scholarships : 

Lora  Kuhl,  Grover  Baumgartner 
Alternatives,  Robert  Plowe,  Roberts  Mann 

Winners  of  University  of  Chicago  Scholarships : 

Grace  E.  Hauk,  Willis  B.  Coale 
Alternatives,  Rose  Woolner,  Herbert  Kellar 
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Lecture  Course 
Season  1907-1908 

"Paris"  .....  November  8th 

Mary  B.  Blossom 

'The  Teaching  of  Domestic  Science  in  the  United  "Modern  Greece"  .  .  .  December  6th 

States  ....  November  22d  t-*  t-u    j  u  ^ 

Director  Theodore  G.  Burgess 

Helen  M.  Day 

A  course  of  six  lectures  by  Herbert  Lockwood  Willett,  Ph.  D.,  Professor  of  the  Semitic  Languages  and  Literature, 

The  University  of  Ghicago: 

"The  Master  Writers  of  the  Bible" 

'Isaiah,  the  Prophet  Statesman,"  .  .       January  3d        "Luke,  the  Beloved  Physician,"  .  February  14th 

'Jeremiah,  the  Prophet  Martyr"       .  .        January  17th        "Paul,  the  Defender  of  the  Faith,"  .  February  28th 

'The  Author  of  Job,  Poet  and  Philosopher,"        January  31st        "The  Author  of  Hebrews,  the  First  Ghristian  Apologist," 

March  13th 


But  still  her  tongue  ran  on." — Radley 
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Bradley  Athletic  Benefit  Play 

Grand  Opera  House,  Friday,  May  8th,  1908 
**An  American  Citizen" 
Presented  by  the  Athletic  Board  of  Control  under  the  personal  direction  of  Frank  T.  Wallace 

Cast 


Beresford  Cruger  (afterward  Carew) 

Beatrice  Carew,  his  cousin 

Sir  Humphrey  Bunn 

Lady  Bunn 

Peter  Barbury 

Egerton  Brown 

Carola  Chapin  .  .  . 


Lester  Byron        Georgia  Chapin 


Marie  Knapp 


Julia  Voorhees        Willie  Bunn 


Grover  Baumgartner 


Edward  Gushing  Stroble 
Una  Garrett        Wi  Low 
Ben  Beecher  Lucas 


James  Aylward  Waiter 
Bess  Morris  Mercury 


Carl  Pfeffinger 
Shuntock  Seth 
Sidney  Easton 
Roger  Schenck 


Mayo  Goss 


Tourists,  Waiters,  and  Carnival  People,  etc. 


Synopsis  of  the  Play 


Act  L—  Law  office  of  Barbury,  Brown  &  Cruger. 
Act  I L— Carnival  Scene  at  Nice. 


Act  in. —  Drawing  room  in  hotel  Grand  Britagne. 
Act  IV.— Office  of  Cruger  in  London. 


Quartette 


Marie  Knapp 


Ben  Beecher 


Glen  Ebaugh 


Bess  Morris 


Bradley  Symphony  Orchestra,  Harold  T.  Plowe,  Director 


104 


"Rome  was  not  built  in  a  day,"  cheer  up!    We  may  have  a  "gym"  yet. 


Tenth  Annual  Spring  Concert 


The  Institute  Chorus 
The  Symphony  Orchestra 


Mr.  G.  T.  Wyckoff,  Director 
Mr.  Harold  Plowe,  Conductor 


Assisted  by 


Mrs.  Elizabeth  Kintzer,  Soprano 


Mr.  H.  D.  Kellogg,  Tenor 


Part  I 

Cantata,  "The  Wreck  of  the  Hesperus' 

The  Chorus 


Overture  to  "Stradella' 


The  Orchestra 


Part  Song  "A  Rondel" 


The  Chorus 


Part  II 

Peer  Gynt  Suite,  second  movement, 
"The  Death  of  Ase," 

Selection  from  Weber's  "Freischutz" 


Miss  Clara  Allen,  Accompanist 


Program 


MacCunn 


Flotow 


Vocal  Solo,  "Shall  We  Not  Love" 

Mr.  Kellogg 

Violin  Solo,  "Caprice  Espagnola" 

Miss  Helen  Parkhurst 


Macfarlane        ^ocal  Solo 


Grieg 
Tobani 


Mrs.  Kintzer 
Dreams  ...... 

Waltz  movement  for  united  strings,  "Loin  du  Bal' 

Marche,  "Le  Pere  de  la  Victoire" 

The  Orchestra 


Ganz 

Godard 

Selected 

Wagner 
.  Gillet 
.  Ganne 


"Frailty  thy  name  is  woman." — Knapp. 
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Debate  with  Eureka 


Friday  March  6th,  1908 

Resolved,  "The  Federal  Government  should  have  control  of  all 
monopolistic  corporations  doing  an  interstate  business " 

f  George  Mahle 

Affirmative,  Eureka  Negative,  Bradley  ^  Ellen  Muir 

I  Benjamin  S.  Beecher 

Judges 

Judge  Jesse  Black,  of  Pekin,  Illinois 

State's  Attorney  Rennick,  of  Toulon,  Illinois,  and 

Superintendent  of  Schools,  G.  T.  Smith,  Peoria,  111. 

Decided  in  favor  of  the  affirmative 

Music  was  furnished  by  the  Bradley  Symphony  Orchestra 


Memorial  Service  for  Mrs.  Bradley 


Sunday,  January  19th,  1908 


Miss  Mildred  Faville 
Rev.  Dr.  Geistweit 
Institute  Quartette 


Organ  Processional  .... 
Scripture  Reading  and  Prayer 
Hymn 

Addresses : 

Mrs.  Bradley's  Relation  to  the  Institute 

Historical  Sketch  .... 

Tribute  to  Mrs.  Bradley 

Prof.  A.  W.  Small,  of  the  University  of  Chicago 

Hymn  Quartette 

Benediction   Dr.  Geistweit 

Organ  Recessional  ....        Miss  Mildred  Faville 


Dr.  T.  C.  Burgess 
W.  W.  Hammond 


Phi  Lambda  Xi 


Beta  Chapter 


Established  1899 


Faculty  Advisor 


Colors:  Black  and  Maroon 

George  R.  ColFman 


Active  Members 

1908:    Clarence  Straesser  1909:    Roberts  Mann,  Hugh  Cooper,  Ralph  Seymour,  Lester  A.  Byron 

1910:    Nevius  Van  Dyke  Ballance,  Edwin  Lidle 
1911:    John  H.  Kuhl,  Jr.,  Joseph  Batchelder,  Leonard  K.  Armstrong 


Fratres  in  Urbe 


Edwin  Page 

Dean  Proctor 

Edwin  Oakford 

Harry  Ward 

Nelson  Sweetser 

William  Jack 
Frank  Murray 

Geo.  Fletcher 

Frank  Hasbrouck 

Dan  Hall 

Robert  Off 

Fred.  Schipper 


Rosco  Keller 

Chas.  Miller 

Jos.  Canfield 

Earl  Smith 

Jay  Swent 

Chas.  Fischer 
Willard  Mosher 

Fred.  Faber 

Ed.  Miller 
Robert  Turner 

Albert  Albertsen 
John  Wilson 


Lawrence  Farley 

Howard  Mellow 

Geo.  Bamsey 

Grant  Miles 

Frank  Morrill 

Ralph  Mercer 
Harry  Mercer 

Hayo  Block 

Fred  Kraemer 
R.  U.  Tyson 

Chas.  Vance 

Chas.  Meyers 


Howard  Newell 

John  Sullivan 

Phillip  Horton 

John  Oliver 

Herbert  Williams 

Richard  Pedrick 
Harry  Van  Tassell 

Earl  Van  Tassell 

William  Waddell 
Miles  Fuller 

Don  Wiley 

Chas.  Schaumleffle 


Delos  S.  Brown 


J.  C.  Hay  ward 
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"Cute  little  short  ones."— DeLeJtt  Sisters. 


Phi  Lambda  Xi 


1910 

Benjamin  PfeifFer 

Edgar  Donley 


Sigma  Tau  Beta 
Alpha  Chapter 
Established  1897  Colors:  Gold  and  Black 

Faculty  Advisor,  Charles  Truman  Wyckoft' 
Active  Members 
1911 

Robert  Nowland 


Joseph  E,  Greer 
Ray  A.  Birchfield 

Earnest  E.  Dickison 
Frank  H.  Jack,  Jr. 

George  W.  Bryan,  Jr. 
Frank  W.  Parr 

Elmer  G.  Huffman 
George  B.  Emery 
Merle  O.  Slane 
Oscar  A.  Borg 
General  C.  Hudson 
Roscoe  D.  Greer 
Robert  W.  Wansbrough 
Harvey  E.  Hines 
Claud  G.  Noach 
Giles  C.  Keithley 
Edwin  James  Donley 


1912 


Robert  Corneilson 

Earl  C.  Taylor 

William  T.  Whiting 
George  H.  Adamson 
Chas.  P.  Isele 

Thomas  J.  Cooper 
Arthur  T.  Smith 
Roy  W.  Helm 

Robert  H.  Wood 

Leslie  A.  Hegler 
William  H.  Parker 
Allen  E.  Proctor 
Eugene  A.  Schnellbacher 
Ross  P.  Seaton 
Eugene  C.  Kenyon 
Richard  T.  Culter 
Roily  J.  Handbury 
Allen  D.  Campbell 
Vernon  C.  Wear 


James  Aylward 

Dawson  Brande 

Heath  Webster 

Roily  B.  King 
Carl  H.  Block 

Robert  M.  Ewing 
Ward  I.  Walker 
Clifford  J.  Off 

Hartley  G.  Clark 
Walter  B.  Off 

Howard  M.  Keene 

William  B.  Ewing 
Charles  P.  Foote 
Walter  A.  Rhea 
Joseph  J.  Hay  ward 
Walter  A.  Wood 
James  A.  Wood 
Joseph  P.  Birchfield 
Oliver  M.  Artes 
George  W.  Fulks 
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"The  last  of  an  excellent  bunch." — Julia. 


i 

I 

i 
! 

f 


4 
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Alpha  Pi 


Established  1899 


Alpha  Chapter 


Color:  Purple 


Facuhy  Advisor 


Wales  Harrison  Packard 


Active  Members 


1908:    Benjamin  Beecher 

R.  Kenneth  Murduck 
Harold  W.  Lynch 

Robert  M.  Spurck 

Harry  K.  Griffin 


1909:    Robert  Plowe 

Roy  Keller 

Henry  Truitt 

1910:    Roy  P.  Carson 


Mark  Wentworth  Cowell 

Charles  King  Benton 


Ralph  Atkinson  Lynch 


Ely  Cockle  Wood 


Fratres  in  Urbe 
Sidney  Breese  Cutright 

Albert  F.  Triebel 

Roscoe  Burton 


Eldridge  Benton 


Charles  Hebard  Lyon 
John  Edwin  Armstrong 

Maurice  Siebert  Meeker 

Herbert  Anthony  Kellar 
Joseph  Cowell 
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"I've  a  heart  to  let." — Aliss  Chapin. 


Alpha  Pi 
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U 


Omicron  Tri  Kappa 


Colors,  Green  and  Gold 


Flower,  Jonquil 


Faculty  Advisor,  Margaret  McLaughlin 


Active  Members 


1909 

Ellen  Avery 

Frances  Avery 
Bess  Estep 

Marie  Knapp 


1910 

Ruth  Cooper 
Marguerite  Richmond 
Natalia  Jobst 
Amy  Keithley 

Sorores  in  Urbe 


Soror  in  Facultate : 

Grace  Eaton  Hauk 


Honorary  Member: 

Hazel  Page 


Mrs.  Vonna  Ritchie  Brown 
Erma  Seaton 

Myra  Vance 

Marguerite  Smith 

Louise  Peters 

Marie  Frank 

Grace  Kellogg 

Lucy  Proctor 

Mabel  Kennedy  Etta  Spalding 

Elsie  Triebel 

Ethel  Hatfield 

Ethel  Foreman 

Bessie  Radley 

Edna  Fulks 

Gladys  Corning 

Louise  Miles 


Mrs.  Theodosia  Marsters  Powell 
Anna  Block 

Miriam  Buckley 

Georgia  Rider 

Hazel  Sholl 

Mrs.  Lillian  Parker  Keene 
Jessie  Rutherford 

Italene  Pedrick 

Ada  Wansborough 

Mary  Hubbell 

Olive  Keithley 

Annie  Rich 

Lucia  Moll 

Bernice  Hall 

Elizabeth  Keith 

Alice  Goss 
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I  don't  know  a  thing;  shall  I  go  to  class  or  not  ?  "— i?.  Cashin 


t  rr  t  r  r  r  r 


Omicron  Tri  Kappa 
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Kappa  Kappa  Kappa 


Alpha  Chapter 

Colors:  Yellow  and  White  Established  1900  Flower:  Daisy 

Faculty  Advisor         .  .  Dorothy  Duncan 


Active  Members 

1909:    Bernadette  Gashin  1910:    Katherine  Gorneilson,  Sanchen  Strehlow,  Julia  Voorhees 


Mary  Woodruff 

Ethel  Louise  Maple 

Margie  Steel  Bryan 
Mildred  Faville 
Mrs.  Julia  Bourland  Clark 
Sue  Sloan  Hensley 

Emily  Morse  Proctor 
Marcia  Bell 
Flora  Julia  Wiley 

Ruth  Gowell 

Margaret  Lucile  Durham 


Sorores  in  Urbe 

Helen  Bertha  Sloan 
Marie  King 

Gorrinne  Dodge  Voorhees 
Lora  A.  Kuhl 
Eleanor  Maclay  Fisher 
Julia  M.  Ulrich 

Helen  Moir  King 
Mrs.  Lura  Hancock  Morgan 
Nellie  Raymond  Farley 
Florence  Keene 

Essie  Margaret  Heyle 


Mary  Guyer  Hill 

Glara  Louise  Allen 

Ruth  Elizabeth  Gray 
Grace  Marie  Anicker 
Mercy  Judith  Miller 

Laura  Dean  Bunn 

Alida  Whiting  * 
Pearl  M.  Heidrich 
Elizabeth  A.  Murduck 
Hazel  E.  Shank 

Blanch  Steckel 


128 


"A  long  slim  slick  one." — Bob  Spurck. 


1 


Lambda  Phi 


Color:  Lavendar 


Faculty  Advisor 


Established  1901 


Flower:  Violet 


Iva  Rockwell 


Active  Chapter 

1908:    Martha  Irene  Grant,  Ellen  Alice  Muir  1910:    Louise  Isabelle  DeLent,  Ethel  Mabel  Summers 

1909:    Florence  Wilson  Cole,  Vivian  Boniface,  Erma  Donathen,  Irene  Caroline  Lidle,  Mildred  Alice  Schureman 

1911:    Una  May  Garrett 

Sorores  in  Facultate 
Bertha  May  Scullin  Iva  Frances  Rockwell 


Alumni  Chapter 


Nettie  Jobst 

Blanche  Franks 

Bessie  Miles  Rapp 

Sarah  Mabel  Straesser 
Clara  Koch 

Floy  Elizabeth  Rockwell 
Helen  Marie  Tjaden 
Grace  Camren 


Sarah  Janet  Grant 
Ruth  Houghton 
Myrtle  Francis 
Edith  Walters 

Theodosia  Marshal  Vickery 
Lois  Ida  Cutright 
Florence  Cutright 

Mrs.  Mary  Harper  Lane 


Mrs.  Lillian  Summers  Tansil 
Mrs.  Mary  Schureman  Imig 
Laura  Prior 

Vera  Railsback 
Kathleen  Cockle 
Ruth  Stevens 

Agnes  Stephens 

Jessie  Candie  Archer 
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"Oh,  why  are  you  people  so  naughty."— .^/m  Blossom. 


A  Mood 


Oh,  ye  of  the  busy,  careless  world. 

Stop  and  listen  and  think; 
Let  go  for  a  moment  your  troubles  and  cares, 

Forget  the  joys  ye  drink. 

Little  ye  reck  and  little  ye  care 

How  the  rest  of  space  moves  on; 

For  ye  have  not  ever  thought  at  all 
That  at  last  the  end  will  come. 

Why  does  this  world  exist  at  all. 

Why  are  we  here  on  its  face. 
What  have  you  done— I  ask  you  now— 

E'en  to  deserve  a  place? 

Why  lights  the  sun  the  earth  by  day? 

Why  gleams  the  moon  by  night? 
Why  shine  ten  million  little  stars? 

Why  the  wild  meteor's  flight? 

The  planets  in  the  heavens 

Care  not  if  ye  live  or  die; 
Yours  may  be  joy  or  sorrow. 

Yet  still  they  pass  silently  by. 


But  there  must  be  a  purpose  in  it  all  — 

Aye,  and  order,  too  — 
A  power  unknown,  unseen,  unsought. 

Which  these  great  things  dost  do. 

This  great  Unkown  must  see  and  feel 

Of  things  beyond  our  earth, 
A  universe  beyond  our  ken. 

And  countless  miles  in  girth. 

Who  knows  what  this  great  power  can  be. 

Has  seen  him,  understands? 
Who  can  e'er  even  comprehend 

The  compass  of  his  hands? 

I  cannot  ever  hope  to  guess 

The  purpose  of  our  life. 
'Tis  far  beyond  the  sons  of  men 

To  know  for  what  their  strife. 

And  so  as  ye  work  or  as  ye  play. 

Stop  a  minute  and  think: 
For  the  world  is  large  and  ye  are  small, 

And  ye  may  be  on  life's  brink.      G.  G.  K. 
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And  he  said  unto  them:  "Come  unto  me; 
Confess  your  sins  and  be  saved."— Z'r.  Burgess. 


The  Eyes 


LL  day  long  our  four  Arabs  had  been 
unusually  restless,  gathering  together 
and  apprehensively  discussing  some- 
thing. Fearing  they  might  be  plotting, 
Darney  and  I  decided  to  keep  watch 
during  the  night,  and  as  soon  as  the 
sun  set,  began  our  vigil.  The  short 
Egyptian  twilight  was  soon  over,  and 
one  of  those  dark,  awe-inspiring 
nights,  which  one  notices  only  on  the 
desert,  was  upon  us. 

As  we  sat  by  our  tent  flaps,  we 
discussed  our  expedition.  We  had 
started  out  from  Cairo  a  fortnight 
before  to  find  the  lost  city  of  Samaria, 
which  tradition  said  lay  to  the  south-west;  but  as  yet  we  had 
found  no  traces.  For  awhile  we  talked,  and  then  the  grandeur 
of  the  night  suppressed  our  conversation.  One  by  one  the 
stars  had  appeared,  until  now,  from  horizon  to  horizon,  we  saw 
innumerable  beams  of  light.  The  Southern  Gross  hung  in  its 
majestic  splendor  in  the  southern  heavens.  All  was  quiet. 
There  was  not  even  the  call  of  a  night  bird;- absolutely  noth- 
ing, to  break  the  silence  of  the  night. 

Suddenly  we  heard  a  mysterious  rumbling,  far  away  in  the 
distance.     At  the  same  instant,  from  the  south-west,  two 
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"How  green  you  are  and  fre 


of  Allah 


intense  streams  of  light  shot  forth,  disappeared,  and  then  shone 
on  again  with  undiminished  brightness.  All  became  bright  as 
day.  Darney  and  I  stood  overcome  with  awe.  Our  Arabs 
fell  prostrate  on  their  faces,  filled  with  terror,  their  hands 
clenched  and  their  bodies  twitching.  Still  the  uncanny  rays  of 
light,  appearing  just  like  two  eyes,  shone  on;  then  suddenly 
they  ceased  as  mysteriously  as  they  had  begun.  All  was  silent 
as  before. 

For  some  time  Darney  and  I  stood  as  if  dazed,  then  we 
both  asked,  "  What  was  it?"  We  conjectured  all  manner  of 
things.  It  looked  like  the  search-lights  of  a  war  ship,  but  the 
nearest  body  of  water  in  that  direction  was  the  Atlantic,  thou- 
sands of  miles  away.  We  asked  a  native  if  he  knew.  "It  is 
Allah,"  he  replied  in  a  low  voice.  "  Once  in  every  year,  du- 
ring this  season,  he  comes  to  earth  for  six  nights.  Those  rays 
are  his  eyes  and  that  noise  his  footsteps  as  he  walks  about 
searching  evil  doers.    Allah,  Allah  alone  is  great! " 

The  next  night  the  two  mysterious  rays  of  light  appeared 
just  as  before,  but  they  lasted  over  an  hour.  Never  had  we 
seen  anything  so  uncanny  and  mysterious.  Summoning  our 
courage  we  decided  to  travel  toward  the  source  of  the  light  and 
discover  the  cause.  Our  Arabs  at  once  refused  to  accompany 
us,  saying  that  whoever  had  journeyed  toward  that  light  had  died. 
Allah  had  been  angry  and  had  killed  them  in  a  terrible  manner. 


in  this  old  viorXdy—Bohl. 


So  Darney  and  I  went  on  alone.  That  night  the  rays  again 
filled  us  with  amazement,  but  lasted  still  longer  than  on  the 
preceding  night.  The  next  day  about  sunset,  we  neared  an 
ancient  stone  idol.  It  was  a  representation  of  a  man's  head 
and  neck.  As  we  approached  closer,  we  noticed  its  immense 
size.  The  neck  where  it  rested  upon  the  ground,  seemed  like 
a  cathedral  tower,  and  the  face  was  in  proportion.  It's  most 
peculiar  feature,  however,  was  the  eyes.  These  seemed  not 
to  be  cut  in  the  stone,  as  in  ordinary  figures,  but  through  it,  as 
if  the  head  were  hollow. 

We  camped  that  night  on  the  southwestern  side  of  the 
idol,  right  at  its  base,  and  to  our  surprise,  did  not  see  the  rays. 
Suddenly  I  heard  Darney,  who  had  wandered  around  the  idol, 
cry  out  in  amazement.  I  ran  (oward  the  sound.  I  saw  the 
light,  as  on  the  other  nights.  Two  intense  rays  were  streaming 
forth^but  out  of  the  idol's  eyes.  What  caused  them?  There 
was  no  combustion,  yet  this  uncanny  light  streamed  forth, 
seemingly  from  nothing.  Suddenly  it  ceased.  I  felt  Darney's 
hand  in  the  darkness.    It  was  cold  and  wet  with  perspiration. 

The  next  day  in  examining  the  base  of  the  idol,  I  found, 
cut  in  the  stone,  a  series  of  steps  leading  to  the  top.  Here  we 
discovered  a  small  aperture  and  entering,  we  stood  inside  the 
head,  which  w  as  hollow.  In  the  center  and  on  a  line  with  the 
eyes  was  a  mass  of  greenish,  translucent  stone,  resembling 
glass. 

"Why  not  stay  up  here  tonight  and  see  where  the  light 
comes  from?"  suggested  Darney. 


For  a  moment  I  thought  of  what  the  Arab  had  said  and 
hesitated,  but  finally  I  consented.  After  providing  ourselves 
with  smoked  glasses  we  again  entered  the  head. 

Sunset  came.  The  short  Egyptian  twilight  passed  and  it 
was  night.  Suddenly  the  inside  of  the  head  was  lighted  by  a 
blinding  glare,  like  the  sun  at  mid-day.  Our  eyes  were  hardly 
able  to  bear  the  strain,  although  protected  by  the  glasses. 
But  what  caused  the  glare?  It  came  from  the  glass-like 
stone,  which  glowed  like  molten  iron;  but  as  .we  touched 
it  we  found  it  quite  cool.  I  happened  to  glance  upward; 
there,  just  peeping  through  a  small  rift,  which  we  had  not 
noticed  before,  was  a  star. 

"The  rift  is  very  small  and  therefore  the  movement  of  the 
earth  will  soon  bring  the  star  out  of  line,"  I  thought.  "Then 
we  can  tell  if  the  star  is  concerned  with  the  mystery." 

Our  wait  seemed  ages.  But  slowly  the  star  shown  less 
and  less  through  the  rift.  Suddenly  all  became  dark  -  the  light 
had  ceased  —  and  the  star  was  no  longer  in  sight.  We  had 
solved,  at  least,  part  of  the  mystery. 

The  seventh  night  there  were  no  rays.  For  six  nights 
these  had  appeared  and  then  no  more,  just  as  the  Arab  had 
said.  But  strangest  of  all  was  the  stone  which  in  some  way 
intensified  the  starhght.  We  tried  to  remove  this  glass-like 
mass  but  could  not;  it  was  too  heavy  or  too  firmly  fastened; 
stranger  still  it  could  not  be  chipped.  Finally,  however,  we 
did  succeed  in  obtaining  two  small  pieces  as  large  as  a  small 
marble  and  with  these  we  left  the  idol. 


"Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman."— AV/rt//". 
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As  soon  as  I  arrived  in  New  York,  I  had  one  of  these 
taken  to  a  chemist's.  He  reported  to  me  with  many  expres- 
sions of  wonder,  that  he  had  been  unable  to  analyze  it.  All 
his  tests  had  failed.  Absolutely  unknown  reactions  had  taken 
place. 

After  other  trials  we  gave  up  trying  to  discover  what  this 


stone  was.  Nor  did  we  ever  discover  what  caused  the 
rumbling  or  whether  chance  or  design  had  so  placed  the  rift 
that  only  six  nights  in  a  year  a  star  would  shine  through  it. 

The  only  thing  we  know  is  that  six  nights  in  every  year 
the  Eyes  of  Allah  shine  out  upon  the  vast  stretches  of  the 

^^^^'**'  G.  C.  M.,  1908. 


Ode  to  the  "Pair"  Committee 

My  sympathy  is  all  I  have  to  give, 

But  that  you  have  in  its  entirety; 

Of  all  mankind  you  need  our  pity  most; 

Your  woes  are  endless  as  the  flight  of  time — 

You  must  see  all  and  still  be  somewhat  blind, 

And  more  than  two  together  is  not  fair. 

"You  might  have  known  how  I  just  hated  him." 

"That  horrid  stiff!  I  won't  be  seen  with  her." 

Such  'plaints  as  these  committees  must  endure 

Who  seek  to  pair  off  people  for  a  stunt. 

What  wonder  then  my  sympathy  I  bring 

To  these  unwearied,  kind-intentioned  folk? 
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"After  man  came  woman,  and  she  has  been  after  him  ever  since."— Baz/ey. 


Awaiting  a  Proposal 


HEN  Jane  Jenkins  was  a  little  girl, 
she  lived  on  a  farm  in  western 
Massachusetts.  The  land  was  so 
poor  and  rocky  that  her  father  used 
to  say  stones  were  his  best  crop, 
because  the  supply  never  ran  out. 
Near  the  farm  was  a  little  one-story 
building  used  for  both  church  and 
schoolhouse.  There,  every  Sun- 
day, Jane  and  her  five  younger 
brothers  and  sisters  sat  and  listened 
to  a  sermon  at  least  two  hours  long. 
I  think  they  hardly  enjoyed  the 
ordeal  much  more  than  we  would 
have,  but  with  their  father  at  one 
end  of  the  pew,  and  their  mother  at 
the  other,  it  behooved  the  young 
Jenkinses  to  pay  attention  to  the 
preacher. 

In  the  congregation,  however, 
there  were  some  who  were  not  so 
devout,  because  their  minds  were 
otherwise  engrossed.  Some  slept,  some  gazed  out  of  the 
windows,  and  others  looked  at  their  neighbors.  To  this  latter 
class  belonged  Aaron  Lovejoy,  a  deaf  mute  with  a  passionate 


admiration  for  Jane  Jenkins,  having  worshipped  her  at  a 
respectful  distance  ever  since  they  had  been  children.  In 
church,  Aaron  divided  his  time  between  looking  at  Jane  and 
making  sketches  of  her  on  the  margin  of  his  hymn  book. 
Although  she  did  not  reciprocate  his  tender  sentiments,  yet 
she  did  like  him,  and  often  talked  to  him  on  her  fingers. 
Whatever  conversation  was  carried  on  between  them,  Jane 
always  had  to  take  the  initiative,  for  his  misfortune  had  made 
him  so  timid  and  sensitive  that  he  never  made  advances  to 
any  one. 

At  this  time,  the  popularity  of  the  "singing  school"  was  at 
its  height.  Every  Tuesday  evening  Jane  and  one  of  her 
younger  brothers  went  to  "the  sing."  Aaron  was  always 
there  too,  although  he  was  not  much  of  a  musician.  On  one 
memorable  night  he  did  something  so  bold  that  he  must  have 
astonished  even  himself.  He  passed  a  note  to  Jane,  asking 
if  he  might  "see  her  home."  To  say  that  she  was  surprised 
would  be  to  speak  very  mildly,  for  it  was  well  known  that 
Aaron  Lovejoy  was  an  arrant  coward.  That  he  could  screw 
up  his  courage  to  walk  a  mile  and  a  half  with  a  girl,  and  then 
come  home  alone  was  inconceivable.  However,  Jane  said 
yes,  and  they  started  out  as  soon  as  singing  school  was  over. 

Just  imagine  how  comical  they  looked,  starting  down  the 
road,  first  one  and  then  the  other  forming  words  with  his 
fingers  held  out  in  the  clear  moon-light.     Jane's  younger 


'A  jolly  plump  rosy  one."— Irene  Lidle. 
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brother,  like  a  modern  younger  brother,  followed  them  at  a 
little  distance  and  then  gave  the  whole  scene  in  pantomime  at 
the  breakfast  table  the  next  morning.  As  Jane  and  her  escort 
neared  the  place  where  the  road  turned  into  the  woods,  Aaron 
walked  slower  and  slower.  The  spaces  between  his  remarks 
became  longer,  and  his  hands  trembled  perceptibly.  When 
they  reached  the  woods  gate,  he  turned  and  faced  her.  She 


commenced  to  rack  her  brain  to  think  of  words  to  frame  her 
refusal  so  that  it  would  be  gentle  yet  firm.  When  she  looked 
up  at  him,  his  fingers  were  moving  with  feverish  haste  and  she 
spelled  out,  not  an  ardent  avowal  of  love,  but  these  words: 
"Miss  Jane,  do  you  mind  if  I  don't  go  any  farther  with  you? 
It  looks  dark  in  the  woods,  and  I  have  to  go  home  all  alone. 
Goodnight!"  R.  L.  C,  1910 


Horace  (Ode  13,  Book  3) 


O  Fountain  of  Bandusia! 

O  crystal  water  rare, 
Thou  'rt  worthy  of  the  mellow  wine 

And  flowers  fresh  and  fair. 

To-morrow  yonder  sportive  kid 
Whose  newly  budded  horn 

Bespeaks  a  love  of  battle  play 
Thy  waters  shall  adorn. 

The  offspring  of  that  frisking  race, 
Shall  with  its  ruddy  blood, 

Be  made  upon  this  festal  day 
To  stain  thy  cooling  flood. 


The  sun  of  dread  Canicula 

Burns  all  relentlessly; 
It  scorches  life  all  roundabout 

But  cannot  come  nigh  thee. 

To  wandering  herd  thou  giv'st  thyself 

Right  welcome  from  the  heat, 
And  oxen  wearied  from  the  plough 

Know  well  thy  cool  retreat. 

Ennobled  fountain,  thou  shaft  be 

Whilst  I  have  power  to  sing 

Of  ilex  trees  and  hollow  rocks 

Whence  thy  prattling  waters  spring. 

M.  B.  H.  1908 
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"He  can  behold  things  manifold 
That  have  not  yet  been  wholly  told."— /^r.  Wyckoff 


The  Sign  of  Nahma 


S  CALA,  the  Taltec  chieftain,  was  led 
forth  into  the  arena,  a  great  shout  arose 
from  the  countless  thousands  of  Aztecs 
assembled  in  the  great  amphitheatre. 
Never  before  had  the  people  of  Mexico 
been  so  excited  over  the  prospect  of 
witnessing  a  prisoner  of  war  battle  for 
his  life.  Gala  was  the  greatest  warrior 
who  had  ever  fought  on  the  "Stone."  For  ten  long  years  the 
little  army  under  his  leadership  had  held  the  mighty  army  of 
the  Aztecs  at  bay.  But  starvation  so  decreased  the  ranks  of 
Gala's  army,  that  finally,  in  the  great  batde  of  Tlaxcala,  the 
Taltecs  were  defeated,  and  Gala  himself  was  taken  to  Mexico 
as  a  prisoner,  that  he  might  be  made  to  fight  for  the  amusement 
of  the  Aztecs.  This,  then,  was  the  cause  of  the  great  excite- 
ment of  the  people.  They  were  not  only  expecting  to  see  the 
greatest  contest  that  ever  had  been  fought  upon  the  "Stone," 
but  they  fully  expected  to  see  the  death  of  Gala,  the  Taltec, 
whose  very  name  they  hated.  Never  in  the  history  of  the  city 
had  a  prisoner  been  victorious  on  the  "Stone;"  for,  although 
this  contest  was  supposed  to  give  him  a  last  chance  to  fight  for 
his  life  and  freedom,  it  really  gave  him  almost  no  chance  at  all. 
And  so  the  Aztecs  felt  certain  that  Gala  would  meet  his  death 
as  all  other  prisoners  had. 


He  was  lead  by  a  priest  to  the  center  of  the  arena,  where 
there  was  a  large,  flat  stone,  about  three  feet  thick,  and  about 
twelve  feet  in  diameter.  Fastened  to  the  middle  of  this  stone 
was  a  heavy  copper  chain,  which  the  priest  fastened  about  one 
of  Gala's  ankles.  The  Taltec  was  next  given  the  sword  and 
shield  with  which  he  was  to  make  the  last  effort  to  save  his 
life.  The  next  instant  six  young  Aztec  noblemen,  covered 
with  bright,  flashing  copper  armor,  rushed  toward  the  stone, 
each  one  eager  to  be  the  one  to  gain  the  glory  of  killing  the 
great  Taltec  chief.  In  order  to  gain  his  freedom.  Gala,  chained 
to  the  stone  as  he  was,  must  fight  and  kill  these  six  warriers. 
The  only  condition  in  his  favor  was  that  but  two  of  the  Aztecs 
might  be  on  the  stone  at  the  same  time.  But  in  spite  of  the 
apparent  hopelessness  of  this  battle,  there  was  no  trace  of  fear 
in  Gala's  heart.  He  was  filled  with  the  one  determination  to 
sell  his  life  as  dearly  as  possible. 

At  a  given  signal  from  the  priest,  one  of  the  Aztecs  sprang 
to  the  stone,  determined  to  strike  the  first  blow.  But  with 
one  mighty  sweep  of  his  sword,  Gala  sent  the  fellow  reeling 
from  the  stone  with  a  mortal  wound.  But  instantly  two  of  the 
other  warriors  were  on  the  stone,  and  the  fight  was  on  in 
earnest.  A  few  minutes  of  sharp  fighting  reduced  Gala's 
opponents  to  four,  while  he  himself  was  as  yet  unharmed. 
Just  as  he  dealt  the  death-blow  to  a  third  Aztec,  Gala  received 


'Would  that  my  all  too  solid  flesh  would  melt." — Radley. 
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a  heavy  blow  on  his  left  shoulder.  As  he  turned  quickly  to 
ward  off  a  second  blow  from  the  same  direction,  he  slipped  on 
the  bloody  surface  of  the  stone,  and  fell  to  his  knees,  his  sword 
flying  off  the  stone  far  beyond  his  reach.  As  the  Aztec  rushed 
at  him  for  the  last  blow,  Gala  made  a  peculiar  sign,  touching 
in  succession  with  his  right  hand,  his  forehead,  his  chest,  his 
left  and  then  his  right  shoulder. 

Instantly  a  sharp  cry  from  the  priest  stopped  the  onrush 
of  the  Aztec  warrior.  Mounting  the  stone,  the  little  man  in 
the  black  robe  pointed  toward  the  sky,  and  called  out,  "The 
token  of  the  eagle  !    The  contest  must  cease  !  " 

All  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direction  pointed,  and  there, 
soaring  slowly  round  and  round,  they  saw  a  large  eagle.  A 
murmur  of  disappointment  swept  over  the  people,  but  they 
made  no  attempt  at  violence,  for  the  word  of  the  priest  was 


(With  apologii 

Cram,  cram,  cram, 

On  thy  awful  verbs,  O  Dutch, 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 

The  ones  I  have  studied  — not  much. 

O  well  for  the  "shark"  and  the  "grind," 

Who  have  learned  thee  beside  "midnight  oil;" 

O  well  for  those  in  back  seats, 

Who  can  "crib"  without  trouble  or  toil. 


absolute.  Hastily  unfastening  the  chain  about  Gala's  ankle, 
the  priest  hurried  him  from  the  arena. 

As  soon  as  they  were  out  of  the  sight  of  the  spectators,  the 
priest  turned  toward  Gala,  and,  looking  into  his  eyes,  said, 
"Your  death  sign  saved  you.  The  eagle  meant  nothing.  I' 
too,  am  a  descendant  of  the  ancient  tribe  of  Nahma.  Had  I 
known  you  to  be  of  this  tribe,  I  could  have  set  you  free  long 
ago.    Follow  me  and  your  escape  shall  soon  be  made." 

He  then  led  Gala  through  an  underground  passageway  to 
the  temple.  Here,  in  the  priest's  own  sacred  chamber,  the 
Taltec's  wound  was  dressed.  He  rested  in  this  place  till  about 
midnight,  and  then  he  was  taken  through  another  passage,  to  a 
secret  exit  on  the  outside  of  the  city  wall.  The  priest  took 
him  across  the  lake  in  a  small  boat,  and  set  him  on  the  farther 
shore,  a  free  man  once  more,  saved  by  the  sign  of  Nahma. 

R.  P.,  1909. 


to  Tennyson) 

And  the  daily  lessons  go  on 

In  their  course  to  the  day  of  exam.; 

But  I  long  for  the  sight  of  a  "pony"  that's  lost 
And  I'm  wretched,  indeed  — that  I  am. 

Cram,  cram,  cram, 

But  where  to  begin  I  can't  see, 

For  the  beautiful  parts  of  the  verbs  I  don't  know 
Will  never  come  back  to  me. 

M.  B.  H.,  1908 
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A  jolly,  plump,  rosy  one.— Irene  Lidle. 


(The  EflFect  of  Reading  Julius  Ceasar) 


Dramatis  Personae 


Costumes 


OTTIE 
Bruver 
Baby  Boy 
Mama 
Papa 
Bill 


A  Baby  Girl 

j-  Little  Boys 

Mother  of  Children 
Father  of  Children 
The  Janitor 


Green-eyed,  stump-tailed  Cat 


Tottie— Sunbonnet  and  Pinafore. 

Bruver — Buster  Brown  suit,  slipper  and  socks. 
Baby  Boy,  ditto. 

Mama— Frilly  dress. 

Papa— Regular  man's  suit. 

Bill— Overalls  and  old  hat. 


"Oh  why  are  you  people  so  naughty?"— Miss  Blossom. 
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Act  I 

Scene  I.    A  sand  pile.    Tottie,  Bruver  and  Baby  Boy 
burying  bugs  in  the  sand. 

Bruver^Oh,  see  this  nice  big  bug! 

Tottie—It  arn't  nearer  so  biggest  as  mine  (holding  up 
black  beetle).    Enter  Cat. 

Tottie— Me  wants  fat  kitties, 

Zat  pussy  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look, 

He  purrs  too  much. 

Such  pussies  are  dangerous.    (Gets  behind  Bruver.) 
Gat — Meaw,  meaw,  meaw,  meaw,  meaw,  pzphssssss!!!!!!!! 

Bruver — Fear  him  not,  Tottie, 

He  is  not  dangerous; 

He  is  a  noble  cat  and  has  a  kind  heart. 

Swish!    Skidoo!    (Throws  stone.    Exit  cat.) 

Baby  Boy— Oh,  let's  make  a  bug  tree.  Bruver,  won't  you 
get  some  more  water?  You  used  it  all  up  to  make  that  worm 
swim,  and  I  need  some  to  water  this  bug  or  the  tree  won't 
grow, 

Bruver— Not  on  yer  life.    What  do  you  think  I  am? 

Baby  Boy— Please,  Bruver,  I'll  give  you  some  candy  when 
I  get  some. 


Bruver— Well,  all  right.  (Exit) 

Baby  Boy— There!  See  this  pretty,  green  worm.  Isn't  it 
nice,  Tottie?    I  think  it's  even  prettier  than  Bruver's. 

Tottie.  There  goes  your  old  worm  (Spuds  it  with  her  fat, 
dimpled  hand,  knocking  it  off  his  hand  and  killing  it.  Green 
ooze  comes  out.) 

Baby  Boy  (angrily)  -Now,  see  what  you've  done!  (Picks 
up  iron  spoon  and  saws  off  Tottie's  dear,  soft,  white  little 
neck.    Great  howling  of  cat.) 

Baby  Boy  (joyfully ) —Liberty  !  Freedom!  Tyranny  is 
dead!    (Re-enter  Bruver.) 

Bruver  —What— did  -  you— do? 

Baby  Boy  (apologetically)— Well,  she  made  the  ooze  come 
out  of  my  worm. 

Bruver— Revenge  is  sweet!  (Crams  Baby  Boy's  head  into 
the  water.) 

Baby  Boy  — Goggle!  goggle!  goggle!  gleeck!  gleeck! 
(Drowns.) 

(Bruver  goes  off  into  a  corner.) 

Bruver— Oh,  sad  to  live  alone!  When  I  look  at  these  two 
gory  babies  lying  in  a  pile,  it  makes  me  wish  to— wish  to— (Cat 
howls.  Bruver  chokes  himself  and  falls  amongst  the  other  two 
dead  bodies.    (Enter  Bill.) 
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'A  nice,  fuzzy-wuzzy  one." — Marguerite  Hayward. 


Bill— Peace,  ho!  What  are  these  yere  things  a-messing  up 
the  yard?    (Shovels  them  into  the  cellar.    Exit  Bill.) 

Scene  II.    The  cellar. 
Enter  Mama  (Holding  up  her  hands  and  shrieking). 

Mama— Oh,  cruel  fate!  (Faints  and  falls  upon  the  babies, 
weltering  in  their  gore.    Enter  Papa.) 

Papa  — Plague  take  it!  (Grasps  his  hair  and  falls  upon  the 
others.  Enter  cat;  sits  upon  the  pyramid  of  reeking  arms  and 
legs). 


Gat— Meaw!  Grriechkkklumph!  (Enter  janitor.) 
Bill  (soliloquizing): 

Oh,  such  is  life; 

So  soon  it  will  be  o'er. 
They've  mussed  up 

My  spandy  cellar  floor. 


Tableau.  Gurtain. 


F.  H.  G.,  1911. 


My  Roses 

Red  roses  sweet,  within  my  garden  fair, 

Blow  fragrant  for  the  one  who  holds  my  heart. 
Give  me  your  petals  red  to  deck  her  hair, 

And  help  me  to  play  well  a  lover's  part. 
Here  comes  my  love,  now,  tripping  down  the  path! 

Blush  roses,  with  her,  but  show  not  a  thorn, 
Lest  Venus  blight  yau  with  her  heavenly  wrath 

And  you're  no  more  bedewed  at  early  morn. 
My  Rose,  come  with  me  to  the  garden  fair, 

And  bloom  among  the  flowers  of  thy  name. 
Let  me  just  look  upon  that  face  so  rare; 

And  let  it  be  to  praise  me  or  to  blame, 
Say  just  one  word,  speak  it  with  thine  eyes  — 

Said:    "Ah,  these  roses  bloom  in  Paradise!" 

M.  B.  H.-1908 


"Too  sweet  to  last." — "Bun"  A-oerys  smile. 


For  miles  over  the  broad  valley  of  the  Illinois  the  tepees 
of  the  avenging  Iroquois  were  scattered.  The  valley  was  cov- 
ered with  a  great  concealing  forest  except  where  the  clearing 
had  been  made  for  the  little  Indian  town  on  the  river  bank. 
But  tiny  wreaths  of  smoke  as  they  curled  their  way  up  through 
the  dense  foliage  for  mile  after  mile  along  the  river,  gave  evi- 
dence to  the  half-starved  handful  of  watching  Miamis  on  the 
Great  Rock,  that  though  not  to  be  seen,  there  were  hundreds 
and  thousands  of  cruel  and  bloodthirsty  enemies  waiting  there 
below. 

If  one  had  been  a  careful  observer  he  would  have  seen 
from  the  top  of  the  rock  that  far  up  the  valley  and  beyond 
where  the  pillars  of  smoke  rising  from  the  Iroquois  camps 
were  to  be  seen,  was  another  tiny  blue  curl  that  indicated  the 


presence  of  some  lone  warrior's  camp.  By  the  side  of  this  sol- 
itary fire  sat  a  young  Indian.  He  was  a  tall,  handsomely  built 
fellow,  and  the  fire  as  it  cast  its  glare  on  his  face,  showed  the 
features  of  a  native  of  the  section,  which  were  gentler  in  out- 
line and  far  more  pleasing  to  look  at  than  the  features  of  the 
rough  savages  that  were  gathered  around  the  Iroquois  fires. 
He  did  not  remain  still  long,  however,  but  within  a  few  min- 
utes rose  to  his  feet  and  crept  stealthily,  and  without  the  sem- 
blance of  a  noise,  out  of  the  range  of  the  fire  light  into  the 
forest  beyond. 

He  had  not  gone  more  than  a  hundred  yards  when  he 
stopped,  listened  — the  hoot  of  an  owl  rose  with  melancholy 
distinctness  alone  out  of  the  noiseless  night.  Ogallah,  for  such 
was  his  name,  changed  his  course  to  the  right,  picking  his  way 
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"A  squirmy,  wiggly  one." — Judy  Cooper 


with  the  keenest  of  instinct,  without  a  noise  and  without  a 
stumble.  Again  the  owl  cried  and  again  he  changed  his  course, 
emerging  at  length  at  the  river  bank,  where  another  warrior, 
evidently  of  his  own  tribe,  stood  waiting  for  him. 

"Is  the  canoe  with  you?"  Ogallah  asked. 

"Yes,"  responded  Incas. 

With  this  Ogallah  vanished  again  into  the  forest,  but  soon 
returned,  bearing  on  his  shoulders  blankets,  a  bow  of  stout 
hickory  and  deer  thong,  a  deer's  quarter,  and  some  grain  in  a 
large  sack.  These  he  placed  in  the  canoe  which  Incas  had 
drawn  out  from  under  a  huge  bunch  of  moss.  He  disappeared 
again,  returning  with  more  blankets  and  food.  Then  without 
further  delay,  they  pushed  the  little  skiff  out  into  the  swift 
current  of  the  stream  and  sped  noiselessly  along  with  it. 

The  waters  whirled  around  the  base  of  the  Great  Rock  at 
a  tremendous  speed,  but  in  their  flight  they  disturbed  not  the 
dignity  of  this  huge  monster  of  the  plains.  Indeed,  the  waters 
in  their  turbidity  seemed  abashed  by  its  mere  presence,  for  as 
they  dashed  by  they  quieted  themselves,  and  in  and  around 
the  many  hollows  in  the  wall  of  the  rock  many  a  dashing  wave 
lay  in  a  sober,  quiet  pool.  The  little  band  of  Miamis  on  top, 
too,  paid  as  little  attention  to  the  movement  of  the  waters  as 
the  Great  Rock  itself.  They  knew  there  was  no  danger  from 
the  Iroquois  on  that  side;  they  concentrated  their  vigilance  on 
the  landward  edge  of  the  shelf  where  lay  the  only  possible 
access  to  their  refuge.  But  to  Little  Water  and  her  companion 
there  was  something  of  all-absorbing  interest  in  the  waters  at 


the  base  of  the  precipice.  Crouched  on  a  small  ledge  a  few 
feet  below  the  top  of  the  rock  the  two  Indian  maids  stretched 
far  out  to  catch  the  slightest  sound  from  the  darkness  below. 

"Surely  he  will  come,"  whispered  Little  Water  anxiously. 

Her  friend  nodded  in  a  frightened  way. 

"Listen— I  hear  something!" 

They  both  stretched  farther  over  the  edge  and  peered  into 
the  darkness,  but  no  second  sound  came  to  their  ears.  Beside 
the  girls  lay  an  immense  coil  of  rope  of  intertwined  roots, 
plants,  and  twigs,  one  end  of  which  was  fastened  around  the 
base  of  a  huge  pine,  while  the  rest  lay  in  two  great  coils.  It  had 
been  the  duty  of  Little  Water  and  Antumwa  to  mend  this  rope 
whenever  the  Iroquois  succeeded  in  cutting  it  when  it  was  let 
down  with  a  small  dipper  to  get  some  of  the  precious  water  of 
the  river. 

One  day  while  working  at  the  rope  Little  Water  found  on 
this  same  little  ledge  an  arrow  carved  with  the  totem  of  the 
Illinois.  Well  she  knew  that  only  one  would  dare  to  remain 
here  while  the  whole  land  was  overrun  with  the  dread  Iro- 
quois, and  well  she  knew  from  that  moment  on  that  some- 
where in  the  valley  waiting  was  her  lover,  Ogallah,  son  of  the 
Great  Chief  of  the  Illinois.  Many  an  afternoon  had  she  spent 
in  scanning  the  valley  as  far  as  she  could  see,  but  nothing  had 
been  there  but  Iroquois,  Iroquois  by  hundreds,  Iroquois  by 
thousands;  but  always  Iroquois.  This  very  afternoon,  how- 
ever, while  adding  a  strip  to  the  rope,  which  had  been  cut  by 
the  enemy  the  night  before,  she  had  been  attracted  by  the  cry 


Xot  because  yuiir  liair  is  curly." — Causey 
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of  a  wolf  which  came  far  across  the  river  below.  She  had 
stopped  and  listened — once -again — .  There  was  something 
strange  about  the  long  drawn  notes ~  and  at  last  she  had  dis- 
covered. It  was  not  the  cry  of  a  wolf,  but  as  she  listened 
eagerly  she  caught  the  sound  of  her  own  name.  Again  as  she 
listened,  her  heart  pounding  at  her  breast,  she  caught  distinctly 
the  following:  "to-o-o-o-  ni-i-i--ight,  rr-o-o-ope."  She  flew  to 
her  friend  Antumwa  and  the  two  had  labored  feverishly  at  the 
rope  until  dark.  It  was  now  well  towards  midnight  and  still 
Ogallah  had  not  come.  Little  Water  began  to  fear  that  he  had 
been  taken  by  the  Iroquois. 

Suddenly  from  the  darkness  below  there  came  the  faint 
"too-whoo"  of  an  owl.  It  was  repeated.  Little  Water  started 
and  putting  her  hands  to  her  lips  gave  an  answering  hoot  that 
sounded  far  across  the  valley. 

"Quick,  Antumwa!"  she  cried,  "the  rope!" 

Hastily  they  lowered  it  over  the  edge  and  then  watched  it 
with  eager  eyes.  It  tautened  and  in  less  than  a  minute  Ogallah 
stood  beside  them  on  the  ledge.  Without  a  word  he  seized 
Little  Water  in  his  arms,  fastened  the  rope  loosely  about  her, 
and  let  her  carefully  down  into  the  darkness.  Next  he  low- 
ered Antumwa  in  the  same  way.  Scarcely  had  her  head  dis- 
appeared from  sight  when  the  voice  of  Incas  rang  out  in  a  clear 
and  unguarded  cry  from  below. 

"Quick,  Ogallah,  quick!  the  Iroquois!" 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Ogallah  lowered  An- 
tumwa with  a  speed  that  caused  the  rope  to  burn  his  hands. 
Then,  wrapping  his  own  arms  tightly  around  the  rope  he  leaped 
far  out  from  the  rock.  He  struck  the  water  with  a  tremendous 
splash  but  gained  the  canoe  safely,  where  the  two  maidens  lay 
in  the  bottom  and  where  Incas  sat  poised  with  his  paddle  already 
in  the  water.    He  had  no  sooner  climbed  into  the  boat  than  a 


canoe,  with  three  fierce  looking  Iroquois  in  it,  appeared  around 
the  point  of  jutting  rock  immediately  above  them. 

"Quick,  Incas!"  commanded  Ogallah,  "Paddle  for  your 
life!" 

The  Iroquois  wore  their  fiercest  war  paint  and  had  prob- 
ably been  bent  on  some  expedition  against  the  Miami  on  the 
rock  when  some  probable  incautious  sound  from  Incas  or  the 
maidens  had  been  echoed  from  the  great  hollows  in  the  rock 
wall  and  had  attracted  them.  But  the  alert  ears  of  Incas  had 
caught  the  dip  of  their  paddles  while  they  were  still  a  consid- 
erable distance  up  stream. 

As  the  Iroquis  canoe  sped  towards  them,  Ogallah  sent  an 
arrow  through  the  breast  of  the  first  warrior.  The  second 
sent  back  an  arrow  which  succeeded  in  piercing  the  shoulder 
of  Incas  though  wounding  him  but  slightly.  At  this  point 
Incas  had  turned  the  canoe  in  the  current.  As  the  war-whoop 
of  the  Iroquois  had  been  taken  up  now  by  other  bands  farther 
up  stream  and  on  both  banks,  Ogallah  united  his  strength 
with  that  of  his  comrade  in  pushing  forward  the  canoe,  which 
by  their  combined  efforts  sped  over  the  water,  redoubling  and 
trebling  the  speed  given  to  them  by  the  furious  current  of 
the  river.  All  along  the  shore  the  shouts  of  the  Iroquois 
resounded,  but  here  they  all  rushed  to  the  Great  Rock,  not 
knowing  that  part  of  their  quarry  was  fleeing  on  the  wings  of 
the  "Great  Water." 

That  night  the  Iroquois  made  a  sortie  and  the  death 
of  their  great  Chief  Pontiac  was  avenged,  for  not  a  Miami 
was  left  to  tell  the  tale  of  the  slaughter.  But  down  the 
river  towards  Saint  Louis  sped  Little  Water  and  Antumwa 
with  their  warrior  loves  nor  after  the  first  encounter  did  the 
pursuing  Iroquois  once  catch  sight  of  them. 

B.  S.  B.,  1908. 
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"No  bounds  his  headlong  \'ast  ambition  knows." — Bobby  Mann. 
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I  had  by  this  time  recovered  part  of  my  natural  compo- 
sure, and  saw  that  the  procedure  must  be  called  to  a  sudden 
halt. 

"  Hold,"  said  I,  "  Who  are  you  and  what  do  you  mean  by 
so  entering  the  house  of  a  citizen  of  the  United  States  and 
demanding  his  life  for  deeds  which  he  has  not  committed  and 
of  which  he  knows  nothing?" 

He  had  reached  the  head  of  my  bed  and  was  holding  his 
sword  in  such  a  position  that  its  slightest  movement  would  de- 
capitate me. 

"  Stop,  I  say,  hold,  halt,  desist.  Before  continuing  in  this 
business  answer  me  a  few  questions.     First,  who  are  you?" 

"I  am,"  said  he,  "third  son  of  the  most  noble  and  hon- 
orable Eurico  Dandolo,  Doge  of  Venice." 


FTER  a  long  and  strenuous  day  in  which 
I  had  studied  many  things  for  the  prac- 
tice of  forgetting  them,  I  lay  down  for 
a  much-needed  rest.  I  was  soon  awak- 
ened, however,  by  an  ominous  clanking 
which  seemed  to  come  from  the  direc- 
tion of  the  stairs.  Suddenly  my  door 
was  thrown  wide  open  and  a  knight  in  full  armor,  vizor  down, 
gaundeted,  and  with  naked  sword,  obstructed  the  only  exit  of 
the  room. 

"  Ha!  said  he,  "  thou  son  of  evil  ancestry,  I  have  thee  now 
where  thou  canst  not  escape  me.  As  thy  ancestors  cut  off  my 
line,  so  now  will  I  cut  off  thine."  So  saying  he  bound  my  an- 
kles and  approached  the  head  of  my  bed  while  he  tested  the 
keenness  of  his  blade. 


Perhaps  I 'm  no  student,  but  I  make  a  hit  with  the  \^d\es."—/ly/wart/. 
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Having  just  finished  reviewing  some  ancient  histories,  1 
remembered  that  Dandolo  had  spent  the  years  between  1108 
and  1205  upon  this  earth. 

"Ho!"  said  I,  "you're  carrying  a  grudge  for  a  pretty  long 
time;  aren't  you?" 

"The  house  of  Dandolo  remembers  for  always  the  favors 
and  evils  done  it,"  said  my  visitor. 

"I  would  to  heaven  my  bloomin'  ancestors  had  been  of 
the  kind  that  confers  favors  instead  of  evil  deeds,"  thought  I. 

A  happy  thought  struck  me  and  I  put  it  into  words 
immediately,  thuswise:    "Say,  I  have  an  idea." 

"State  it,  for  it  will  be  your  last,"  said  my  armored  vis- 
itant. 

"If  you'll  not  interrupt  me  again,  I  will,"  said  I  rather 
warmly,  for  I  liked  not  his  manner  toward  me.  "Did  you 
have  any  wine  when  you  were  with  your  most  honorable 
father?  " 

"Wine?  I  know  of  no  such  word,"  was  his  meditative 
reply. 

Here  was  my  chance.  I  would  make  him  drink 
the  contents  of  the  large  ink  bottle  which  stood  on  my 
table. 

"Wine,"  I  said,  "that  stuff  that  makes  you  see  two  birds 
where  you  saw  but  one  before -made  of  the  juice  of  grapes 
—  and—" 


"Ah,  I  remember!  I  would  that  I  had  some  of  that  which 
was  once  in  my  father's  cellar.  Better  never  passed  the  palate 
of  man,  is  my  belief." 

"Just  the  thing;  I  have  it,"  I  exclaimed.  "Do  you  see 
that  bottle  on  my  table?  No,  not  that  one;  that  is  red  ink,  but 
the  other,  the  blue  one.  Yes,  that's  it.  Now  that  is  wine 
which  has  made  its  mark.  With  it  you  can  put  down  trouble 
or  write  joy  on  the  face  of  any  living  man." 

The  unwelcome  guest  had  uncorked  the  bottle  and  was 
raising  it  to  his  lips  when  I  was  again  inspired. 

"Wait,"  said  I.  "Surely  there  is  nothing  I  would  enjoy 
more  than  to  see  such  an  accomplished  and  praisworthy  knight 
as  yourself  partake  of  one  of  my  best  mixtures.  Pour  in  a 
quantity  of  that  brownish  liquid  in  that  bottle  on  my  dresser; 
that  is  iodine  and  the  more  you  put  into  the  wine,  the  better 
it  will  taste." 

He  did  as  I  directed  and  soon  had  a  vile-smelling  and 
about  as  distasteful  a  compound  as  man  could  devise. 

He  smelled  the  mixture  and  suddenly  exclaimed,  "You're 
right  in  saying  you  have  it,  for  this  smells  almost  exactly  like 
that  I  used  to  drink  at  my  father's  table."  So  saying  he  drank 
nearly  half  of  the  contents  of  the  bottle  at  a  single  draught. 

"Ha!  could  anything  taste  better?"  he  said  after  regaining 
his  breath. 

I  could  not  longer  refrain  from  laughing  and  burst  into  a 
jolly  good  laugh.    He  immediately  come  toward  me  saying, 
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"Exactly  her  sister's  ^AX3\\t\."--Lucile  Maple 


"Why  do  you  laugh?  Why  do  you  laugh,  I  say.  Speak  or 
you  will  finish  your  merriment  in  the  presence  of  the  gods." 

My  healthy  laugh  became  hysterical  and  I  could  not  stop 
to  explain.  He  shook  me  and  said,  "Are  you  ready  to  stop?" 
but  still  I  continued  in  the  throes  of  laughter.  He  placed  the 
blade  of  his  sword  against  my  neck  and  I  felt  the  cold  steel 
passing  through  the  flesh  and  the  blood  gushing  forth. 

Ho!  it  was  only  a  dream,  for  as  the  steel  passed  through 
my  neck  I  was  awakened  by  a  hoarse  laugh,  and  opened  my 
eyes  to  discover  my  big  brother  standing  beside  my  bed,  hold- 


ing a  glass  of  cold  water  which  he  was  allowing  to  drip,  drip, 
on  the  spot  where  I  thought  the  blade  had  entered.  As  I 
moved.  Busker  Bill,  the  cat,  arose  from  my  feet. 

I  have  since  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  clanking  of 
the  knight's  heels  upon  the  steps  must  have  been  the  clattering 
of  the  pans  caused  by  the  cook  as  she  prepared  breakfast. 
And  even  to-day  as  I  look  back  upon  that  dream,  I  laugh  at  the 
ardor  with  which  the  worthy  knight  of  the  house  of  Dondolo 
praised  my  wine,  which  consisted  of  about  equal  proportions 
of  blue  ink  and  iodine. 

L.  K.  A.,  l^ll 


0     0  0 


The  Awakening 


THE  scholar  laid  aside  his  pen  with  a  sigh  of  satis- 
faction, and  gathered  together  the  closely  written 
pages  that  littered  the  table  before  him.  Then 
he  settled  back  comfortably  in  his  chair,  and 
looked  around  him,  -  at  the  book-cases  with  their 
heavy  glass  doors,  displaying  rows  of  richly  bound  books;  at 
the  busts  of  Plato  and  Socrates  on  the  mantle-piece;  at  the 
pictures  of  Feuerbach  and  Kant  and  Schopenhauer  on  the 
walls;  at  the  bright,  crackling  grate  fire;  at  the  thick  rugs  on 
the  floor,  and  the  manuscript  which  he  had  just  finished  on  the 
heavy  oak  table  before  him. 


Ah  yes!  that  manuscript!  a  timely  and  seasonable  writing 
was  that,  for  it  contained  the  scholar's  opinion  of  the  old  fairy 
tale  with  which  people  had  deluded  themselves  for  ages.  He 
smiled  as  he  thought  of  the  keen  sarcasm  with  which  he  had 
drawn  a  picture  of  the  new-born  Jesus,  lying  there  in  an  open 
barn,  on  a  cold  and  wintry  December  night;  how  foolish  to 
believe  such  a  story!  How  inconsistent  with  the  very  laws  of 
nature  it  was  to  suppose  that  a  star  should  suddenly  and  with- 
out cause  appear  in  the  sky,  and  should  float  around,  not  fol- 
lowing a  fixed  course.  A  powerful  article  indeed  !  And  when 
it  should  be  published,  the  faith  of  thousands  of  men  in  the  old 


"Ignorance  is  bliss,  so  I'm  supremely  happy."— Z^raw^/^. 
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story  would  be  destroyed,  because,  with  thousands  of  men, 
the  scholar's  opinion  on  matters  of  this  kind  was  final. 

As  the  scholar  sat  musing,  the  door  of  the  library  opened 
and  a  boy  entered  the  room -a  fat,  chubby  little  fellow  of  four 
or  five  years,  with  black  hair  and  bright,  black  eyes.  He 
toddled  across  the  room,  climbed  into  the  scholar's  lap,  not 
without  some  effort,  and  putting  his  fat  little  arms  about  the 
scholar's  neck,  kissed  the  bearded  face.  The  scholar,  holding 
the  child  fast  with  one  arm,  rose,  and  turned  out  the  bright 
light  with  his  free  hand.  He  passed  across  the  room  to  a  chair 
before  the  grate.  Here  he  sat  with  the  child  in  his  lap,  and 
gazed  into  the  bright  flames.  The  child  fell  asleep,  and  his 
deep,  regular  breathing  was  the  only  sound  in  the  darkened 
room. 

As  the  scholar  watched,  the  fire  seemed  to  fade  from  his 
sight.  He  was  no  longer  in  the  comfortable  library.  He 
stood  upon  a  high  mountain.  Below  him  he  saw  dimly  a  broad 
plain  that  faded  away  into  the  blackness  of  the  night.  As  he 
watched,  a  wonderful  bright  star  shone  out  from  the  sky  and 


cast  its  light  on  the  plain  beneath.  The  scholar  followed  the 
rays  with  his  eyes,  and  saw  that  the  light  was  cast  on  a  small, 
indistinct  object  on  the  plain  below.  Involuntarily,  the 
scholar  descended  the  mountain  toward  the  object  lying  there 
on  the  plain.  As  he  approached,  it  took  shape.  It  was  a 
human  being— a  child  -  it  had  black  hair — it  was  his  child! 
The  scholar  picked  it  up  — the  body  was  cold  and  dead! 

The  scholar  awoke  with  a  start.  His  whole  body  was 
trembling  with  terror.  His  heart  thumped  loudly  with  dread. 
He  looked  down,  saw  the  child  in  his  lap,  his  chest  rising  and 
falling  with  his  quiet  breathing.  Seizing  the  child  in  his  arms, 
he  covered  his  face  with  kisses.  A  prayer  of  thanks  came 
from  his  lips.  He  rose  and  laid  the  child  on  a  sofa.  He  took 
the  manuscript  from  the  table,  and  laid  it  upon  the  dying 
embers  of  the  grate.  The  flames  hesitated  a  moment,  then 
leaped  up.  The  room  was  lighted  with  the  glare  of  the  burning 
paper.  The  scholar  looked  out  the  window.  The  sky  was 
flushed  with  the  dawn  of  a  Christmas  morning. 

F.  J.  B.,  1908. 
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"Of  all  green  words  of  tongue  or  pen 
The  greenest  are  these— '  Class  of  1910. 


His  Soul  Window 


SHE  rose  quickly  from  her  knees  with  a  half-surprised 
gesture,  when  he  spoke  to  her. 

"  I  had  to  speak  to  you,"  he  said,  with  his  queer 
Italian  accent,  "You  have  knelt  there  so  many  days.  It  is 
right?"  And  he  stooped  over  quickly  and  fumbled  in  an  em- 
barrassed way  among  the  pieces  of  glass  on  the  floor.  She  did 
not  answer  and  he  hurried  on,  seeming  to  feel  that  he  had  not 
sufficiently  justified  his  speaking  to  her. 

"You  must  love  the  mother,  you  have  been  so  faithful," 
and  again  he  stood  up  with  the  piece  of  glass  he  had  been  look- 
ing for  in  his  hand. 

Through  his  abrupt  explanation  she  had  stood  at  the  en- 
trance of  the  pew  as  if  to  leave  it,  but  with  the  surprised  look 
still  on  her  face.  The  soft,  golden  light  came  through  the  win- 
dows more  strongly  with  the  waning  afternoon  sun  and  lit  up 
her  face,  making  her  seem  more  beautiful  to  the  Italian  artist 
than  on  any  of  the  previous  days,  when  he  had  looked  with 
wonder  and  admiration  at  the  girl  as  she  knelt  in  the  old  seat, 
"I  had  not  noticed  you  before,"  and  she  glanced  casually 
at  him,  for  to  her  this  unconventional  Italian  was  only  one  of 
the  new  and  interesting  things  to  be  seen  in  the  old  world. 
At  home  it  would  have  been  an  insult,  but  his  soft  drawl  and 
deference  of  manner  made  her  quite  forget. 

"What  are  you  doing,"  she  asked,  as  he  started  behind  the 
great  sheet  hung  over  one  of  the  windows. 


He  looked  at  her  puzzled,  then  put  down  the  glass  and 
came  over  and  sat  down  in  front  of  her. 

"Shall  I  tell  you?  I  wonder  if  you  will  understand.  The 
other  day  as  you  knelt  before  the  altar  I  wondered  if  you 
would  understand.  I  am  making  my  soul  window."  But  as 
she  frowned  questioningly  at  him,  he  added,  "  But  there,  you 
cannot  know  until  you  see  it.  Some  day  soon  you  shall  tell 
me.  You  shall  look  at  my  soul  window  and  tell  me.  You 
like  art?    You  know  the  great  masters." 

"Oh,  yes !  I  came  here  to  enjoy  the  galleries  and  to  com- 
plete my  studies  of  the  masters.  I,  too,  love  them.  1  spent 
the  morning  in  the  gallery  near.  The  wonder  of  them  grows 
upon  me  every  day.    I  -" 

"Then  you  will  appreciate  my  soul-window,"  he  inter- 
rupted her,  "I  know  you  will  see  it  all  as  I  see  it.  You  will 
see  the  harmony  of  color  and  I  painted  her  eyes  like  yours. 
One  day  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  them  as  you  went  away.  You 
will  see  my  soul-window  as  I  do.    Only  wait." 

He  was  leaning  forward  talking  to  her  earnestly  and  the 
girl  found  herself  wondering  in  an  indifferent  way  who  this 
man  was,  for  surely  he  was  no  ordinary  painter.  But  the 
peculiarity  of  the  situation  dawned  upon  her  and  she  rose  to 
go.  He  watched  her  pass  through  the  doorway  into  the  vesti- 
bule of  the  Httle  cathedral  saying  softly  to  himself,  "My  lady, 
my  lady,  and  she  loves  the  masters." 


"Remember,  Bobby,  that  the  too  tender  heart  is  the  world's  pincushion. 
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A  strange  feeling  of  interest  drew  her  to  the  little  quaint 
cathedral  again  the  next  day,  although  the  afternoon  before 
she  had  told  herself  she  would  not  pray  there  again.  She 
found  the  Italian  stooping  over  the  little  pieces  of  glass  as  she 
entered,  so  she  went  quietly  into  the  pew  and  let  the  peace 
and  quiet  gloom  steal  into  her  heart  as  she  knelt  there.  She 
rose  to  find  the  Italian  calmly  contemplating  her  from  across 
the  room.    He  seemed  to  idle  the  hour  she  was  there. 

He  began  the  conversation  as  abruptly  as  on  the  previous 
day.  "My  soul  window  has  the  red  brown  hair.  I  caught 
just  the  red  tint,  thinking  of  yours  as  I  painted.  It  was  easy  to 
see  the  color,  but  it  was  a  revelation  when  I  put  it  in.  The 
sun  came  through  the  window  lighting  it  up  just  as  yours  is  lit 
by  that  ray  through  the  yellow,  three-cornered  piece  over 
there." 

She  laughed  and  moved  uneasily  as  if  the  yellow  ray  burnt 
her.  "  My  hair  is  pretty,"  she  said,  with  a  frank  love  for 
the  artistic.    "  In  my  country  it  is  not  uncommon." 

"  In  your  country,  in  your  country!  It  is  all  so  wonderful. 
And  do  they  all  have  wonderful  deep  eyes  like  yours?" 

"Yes,"  she  laughed  amusedly.  "They  all  have  eyes  like 
mine.  But  in  our  country  men  are  not  permitted  to  remark 
upon  them;"  and  she  laughed  again  as  she  went  out. 

The  painter  stood  there  looking  long  at  the  vacant  door- 
way with  the  same  sad  smile  as  if  he  still  heard  her  laugh. 

"Such  grace,  such  a  laugh,  such  eyes,"  he  mused,  as  he 
carefully  fitted  two  pieces  of  glass  together,  handling  them 


lovingly,  almost  reverently.  "I  wonder  if  she  will  see  my  soul- 
window— so  perfect -I  wonder."  He  sat  long  in  the  gathering 
twilight  of  the  old  church,  looking  absently  at  the  great  sheet 
that  was  soon  to  be  taken  down  to  reveal  the  soul  window  as 
he  called  it. 

A  week,  then  two  passed,  and  each  day  the  girl  walked 
to  the  little  cathedral.  Her  interest,  purely  a  disinterested 
one,  although  she  found  the  painter  diverting  and  really  help- 
ful in  her  research.  They  talked  much  of  art,  the  old  masters 
and  their  work,  and  often  it  led  them  into  other  topics.  When- 
ever she  talked  with  him,  she  left  feeling  that  she  had  appeared 
to  an  advantage  with  him.  This  feeling  made  her  at  best,  and 
when  she  confided  to  him  some  of  her  pet  theories  of  color 
schemes  or  conventional  designing,  she  could  not  help  seeing 
the  look  of  admiration  in  his  eyes. 

He  had  talked  much  of  his  soul  window,  and  while  she 
had  taken  great  interest  in  it,  she  went  to  the  little  cathedral 
the  day  the  curtain  was  to  be  drawn  aside,  little  knowing  what 
the  day  meant  to  him. 

He  had  chosen  to  have  her  the  sole  witness.  She  should 
be  the  first  to  look  upon  his  work  in  which  were  years  of  toil 
and  all  the  ideals  of  his  life. 

As  she  came  in  and  knelt  for  a  moment,  he  stood  silently 
waiting,  then  hurried  to  her. 

"When  I  draw  the  curtain  you  will  tell  me  all.  I  love  it 
so  I  cannot  judge.  It  is  my  ideal  but  it  is  in  the  glass.  I  am 
wondering  if  she  exists  in  the  flesh." 
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Wearing  all  that  learning,  lightly  as  a  flower."— Be ^/y  Estep. 


That  was  the  first  suggestion  he  had  given  her  as  to  his 
subject.  He  arose  quietly  and  drew  the  great  sheet.  But  he 
did  not  look  at  the  picture.  He  looked  at  her.  She  sat  long 
gazing  intently  at  it.  She  might  have  known.  It  was  a 
Madonna  with  a  child  in  her  arms. 

He  grew  impatient  and  turned  to  her  with  "What  think  you?" 

She  drew  her  breath  deeply;  then  said,  in  almost  a 
whisper:  "It  is  wonderful!  wonderful!  How  gracefully  she 
stands!  How  well  proportioned!  And  I  am  so  glad  her  robe 
is  white.  Why,  her  fingers  are  long  and  slender,  like  mine. 
You  were  thinking  of  her  hands  that  day  you  asked  me  to 
take  off  my  gloves.    Your  memory  plays  you  no  tricks." 

She  paused,  still  studying  the  figure. 

"Well!"  He  was  standing  behind  her  and  she  did  not 
notice  that  he  was  scarcely  breathing. 

"How  wonderful  her  hair  is.  Is  mine  really  as  beautiful 
as  that?"  and  she  touched  it  consciously. 

"Yes,  quite  as  beautiful."  It  was  a  colorless  tone  but  she 
did  not  notice. 

He  could  not  bear  to  wait.  He  would  not  wait  for  she 
might  purposely  neglect  it.  She  had  seen  his  window  but  she 
had  not  seen  his  soul. 

"Do  you  Hke  the  Mother's  face?"  he  asked  trying  care- 
fully to  conceal  all  the  anxiety  and  feeling  he  felt. 

"Oh,  yes!   Her  face  is  lovely  and  are  my  eyes  like  that?" 

"Yes,  quite  like  that,"  quietly. 

"  Her  features  are  lovely,"  she  went  on  without  looking  at 
him,  "quite  regular,  and  you  have  given  her  a  mouth  quite  to 


my  liking.  There,  I  have  praised  it  in  full.  1  can  say  no  more. 
You  are  to  be  congratulated,"  and  she  extended  her  hand  in  a 
friendly,  cordial  manner.  "I  must  go  now,"  she  went  on,  not 
noticing  that  he  took  her  hand  mechanically  or  that  from  the 
pained  look  on  his  face  that  something  had  cut  deeply.  "Good- 
by,  and  perhaps  we  may  meet  again  sometime,  who  knows?" 

She  was  gone.  He  looked  from  the  vacant  doorway  to  the 
picture,  then  carefully  picked  up  his  tools,  not  daring  to  allow 
himself  even  to  think  it  over  yet. 

She  had  missed  the  soul  of  his  window.  He  walked 
home  in  the  spring  twilight,  climbed  the  stairs  to  his  little 
room,  lit  his  pipe  after  a  little  supper  of  hard  bread  and  cheese. 

He  sat  late  into  the  night  quire  motionless,  lying  back  in  the 
old,  roomy  chair,  the  home  of  all  his  dreams  and  air-castles  and  it 
was  here  he  brought  his  sorrows.  His  pipe  had  long  since  gone 
out  and  as  he  slowly  rose  and  knocked  out  the  ashes,  he  spoke 
loud,  as  if  he  found  relief  in  the  sound  of  his  own  voice. 

"She  did  not  see  my  soul-window.  She  did  not  see  it," 
he  repeated  to  himself.  "She  saw  the  features,"  he  contented 
himself,  "but  the  look  I  spent  years  trying  to  understand,  that 
look  she  could  not  see.  No,  she  was  not  young,"  he  argued 
with  himself.  "No,  it  was  not  that;  she  just  could  not  see  it." 
Then  he  seemed  to  sum  it  all  up  for  himself  as  he  carefully  and 
deliberately  turned  down  the  light.  "She  was  so  perfect,  but 
so  empty.  She  did  not  see  my  soul-window.  I  will  never 
paint  again.  But  it  cannot  be  true  that  so  perfect  a  creature 
could  miss  the  finer  sense."  He  slowly  shook  his  head  as  he 
blew  out  the  light.  F.  A.,  1909. 


'How  green  and  fresh  you  are  in  this  old  -worXA." —Bo/iL 
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A  Prayer  at  Sunrise 

0  Thou,  who  art  the  maker  of  the  sun, 

Be  thou  called  "God,"  or  by  some  other  name, 

1  beg  thee  listen  to  the  prayer  of  one. 

Who  scarce  a  proper,  rev'rent  prayer  can  frame. 

O  thou  Divine  who  madest  the  sun  I  see 

With  all  its  total  disregard  of  fate. 

Let  me  as  this  celestial  body,  be 

Unmoved  by  depths  of  love,  untouched  by  hate. 

Regardless  of  the  frown  of  friend  or  foe, 

And  fearing  not  reversal  of  my  plan; 

But  ever  in  these  sorrows  here  below 

Let  me  be  cold,  untouched  by  act  of  man. 

Let  me  be  cold,  untouched  by  human  fires. 

Forgetting  and  forgotten  without  pain; 

Let  me  not  care  if  energy  soon  tires 

Nor  let  me  feel  a  common  pang  again. 

G.  C.  M. 


An  Examination 


I 

At  the  present  rate  of  no  progress  in  ten  years,  when  will 
Bradley  obtain  a  "gym?" 

II 

Give  the  leading  motives  of  those  who  stand  in  line  at  the 
lunch-room  door. 

Ill 

State  defects  in  the  present  system  used  at  Bradley.  (Not 
to  exceed  25000  words.) 

IV 

In  what  year  of  Dr.  WyckofF's  reign  was  the  chorus 
organized  ? 

V 

How  long  ago  was  Francis  Bohl  born,  and  when  will  he 
learn  what  to  eat  and  when  to  eat  it? 

VI 

How  many  times  has  George  Mahle  ever  been  seen,  when 
he  was  not  talking  to  a  girl? 

VII 

Define:  a.  The  odors  of  chemistry  in  History  VI.  b.  The 
queer  noise  emitted  when  Ballance  tries  to  sing.  c.  Those 
black  and  green  things,  which  adorn  the  head  of  most  seniors. 
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VIII 

What  is  it  that  makes  such  a  noise  when  Dr.  Burgess  comes 
near?  Of  course,  "  His  ties"  is  the  answer.  In  every  Bradley 
annual  we  ever  saw,  there  was  something  about  Dr.  Burgess' 
ties,  so  one  must  be  incomplete  without  it. 

Miss  McLaughlin  (reading  poetry  in  Eng.  8,  first  about 
the  Juniors  and  then  about  the  Seniors):  "I'm  afraid  a  breach 
of  promise  suit  will  come  from  this." 

Eng.  8:  "What  is  the  meaning  of  the  expression,  'the 
growing  moon'  "    Ben.:  "It's  getting  fuller." 

Addalena:  "What's  that  fellow's  name  over  there  in  a  track 
suit?"  Baumy:  "Mr.  Fawcett."  Addalena:  "No  wonder 
he  runs  so." 

Baumy  at  U.  of  I.  game:  "Those  fellows'  suits  all  look  as 
if  they  were  picked  too  soon."  Lucile  M.:  "Well  they  have 
to  have  fresh  suits  for  freshmen." 

Ebaugh,  at  the  same  game:  "That  fellow  couldn't  tell  a 
foul  if  it  had  tail  feathers." 

Louise:  "I  just  hate  to  be  called  'Loll,'  it  sounds  as  if  I 
were  spreading  all  around  here." 

Bobby  Plowe  must  have  been  a  little  off  when  at  Wash- 
ington to  say  such  a  thing  as:  "  The  closer  around  in  front  of 
it  you  stand  straight,  the  hitter  you'll  quick  it." 


High  Art 


Picture— Ay Iward  not  being  late. 

Rockwell  with  a  female  mate. 
Hall  passing  a  quiz. 
Lidle  refusing  soda  fizz. 
Goss  astride  of  a  mule. 
Macdonald  breaking  a  rule. 
Miss  Jobst  wearing  a  long  sash. 
The  cook  eating  her  hash. 
Edgeworth  alone  in  a  city. 
Ballance  saying  something  witty. 
An  assistant  with  any  authority. 
Brande  agreeing  with  majority. 
Gushing  wearing  a  No.  3  shoe. 
Giessler  with  no  one  to  do. 
Meidroth  as  a  saint. 
But  these  are  all  pictures  Miss  Myer 
can't  paint. 

Louise:  "Why  do  they  call  that  a  block  ball?"  Glen 
Gause  it  hit  him  in  the  head." 

Irene:  "O,  you  fellows  need  a  microscope."  Baumy: 
You  need  a  Polyscope." 

"Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty  maid?" 
"Hunting  souvenirs,  sir,"  she  said. 
"May  I  go  with  you,  my  pretty  maid?" 
"I'm  not  collecting  spoons,  sir,"  she  said. 


Want  Column 

Wanted — Parental  consent  to  get  married. — Bennett. 

Information  regarding  Mann's  excuse  for  living. 

— Everybody. 

A  little  common  sense. — Byron. 
Knowledge  concerning  the  German  language. — 

"Big  Ed." 

Something  to  make  me  grow  fat. — Had  Lynch. 
Subscriptions  to  the  Polyscope. — Edith  Love. 
Somebody  to  console. — Mr.  Packard. 
A  Pompadour. — Hudson. 

My  lost  love.    Departed  New  Year's  Day. — 

Plowe. 

A  prayer  for  the  Polyscope  Staff. 
Sympathy. — Polyscope  Editor. 

Gushing  at  Jubilee:    "What's  the  matter  Gush?" 
"Oh!    I'm  looking  for  violets  on  the  third  base.  Jubilee 
hasn't  been  around  here  yet." 

"  Did  you  hear  about  the  terrible  accident  on  Main  street?" 
"No,  what?" 

"A  car  ran  over  a  peanut  and  crushed  two  kernels." 
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Some  Bradley  Babies 

Short  Babies — Goss,  Bohl  and  Easton. 
Tall  Babies — Spurck,  Murduck  and  Gushing. 
Pretty  Babies    "Mike"   Meidroth,    Bobby   Plowe  and 
Lester  Byron. 

Fat  Babies — Aylward,  Had  Lynch  and  Merle  Smith. 

Strong  Babies — Ed.  Lidle,  Fritze  and  Mr.  Raymond. 

Nice  Babies    Dwinell,  Griffin. 

Crying  Babies — Quartette. 

Sickly  Babies — Bob.  Corneilson. 

Real  Babies    Nevius  Van  Dyke  Ballance. 

Dutch  Babies — Paul  Strehlow,  Lindeberg. 

Mother's  Darlings — Heath  Webster  and  Henry  Truitt. 

"My  boy,"  said  his  father,  "here  is  a  musical  cigarette  case 
I  bought  for  you." 
"Musical?" 

"Yes,  every  time  you  take  out  a  cigarette  it  plays  'Nearer 
My  God  to  Thee.'  " 

Mr.  Packard  (talking  about  the  early  morning  walk), 
"How  many  were  there,  Easton?" 

Sid.  (counting  on  his  fingers.)  "Eight." 
Mr.  P.    "Did  you  see  Miss  Pugh?" 
Sid.    "O  yes,  that  makes  ten." 

Jack:    "I  got  up  early  this  morning  and  went  to  sleep." 


Disappointment 

A  pennant  tin  the  Seniors  made, 

And  hung  it  on  the  eaves. 
They  thought  the  Juniors  would  not  get 

To  wear  it  on  their  sleeves. 

The  Juniors  did  not  want  to  wear 

The  green,  so  in  the  night 
They  sent  the  rain  to  wash  the  green, 

And  turn  it  into  white. 

Of  course  the  pennant  we  could  not  leave, 

For  we  could  hardly  wait. 
Till  on  the  school  we  got,  and  had 

The  pennant  down  by  eight. 

When  the  Seniors  found  that  we 
Had  stolen  their  tin  and  black, 

They  got  most  awful  sore  because 
We  would  not  give  them  back. 

— A  Junior. 

Lots  of  men  would  leave  their  footprints, 
On  time's  eternal  sands  of  grace 
Had  they  gotten  mother's  slippers 
At  the  proper  time  and  place. 


We  all  wonder  what  would  have  happened  — 
If  Bradley  had  played  Knox  in  football. 
If  green  ribbons  had  not  looked  so  pretty  on  black  hats. 
If  Mahle  had  not  had  to  study  for  the  debate. 
If  we  had  never  had  a  gym. 
If  the  Seniors  had  not  had  Bohl  to  lead  them. 
If  Shirtz  could  always  have  taken  the  girl  he  wanted. 
If  the  children  in  Miss  Blossom's  classes  had  not  been  so 
naughty. 

If  the  Seniors  had  had  to  pay  a  dollar  for  their  box  seats,  or 

If  they  had  not  used  the  surplus  to  increase  their  member- 
ship, (ask  the  stage  hands  at  the  Grand). 

If  some  one  had  not  spilled  blue  paint  all  over  the 
bleachers. 

If  Sanford  had  never  met  Miss  Bailey. 

If  no  one  had  ever  been  late  to  an  eight  o'clock  class. 

If  the  Seniors  could  have  had  their  colors  on  the  flag  pole 
first. 

Addalena  DeLent  in  her  excitement  over  the  game,  "Oh, 
girls!    Look,  that  fellow  has  thrown  his  face  away." 

"His  train  of  thought  wouldn't  carry  it,  and  he  didn't 
know  how  to  express  it." 

Mr.  Bryan  tells  his  Chemistry  Glass  that  the  girls  use 
talcum  powder  to  make  things  shiney;  but  the  girls  don't  agree 
with  him. 


Jim  Aylward  sports  a  green  vest  with  a  yellow  tie.  Some- 
body asked  him  if  that's  the  nearest  he'd  ever  been  to  an 
Omicron  and  we  wonder  why  poor  Jim  blushes  so. 

The  word  "Push"  conspicuously  inscribed  on  one  side  of 

the  chapel  door,  caught  the  eye  of  the  Rev.  D  ,  as  he 

passed  therein  to  make  a  talk  to  the  young  law  students. 
"Push"  seemed  to  him  an  excellent  thing  for  his  talk. 

"Young  men,"  he  began,  "there  is  one  thing  you  will  need 
throughout  your  career,  and  without  which  you  can  do  nothing. 
That  word,  my  young  friends,  is  inscribed  on  your  chapel 
door." 

■  All  eyes  were  turned  immediately  towards  the  indicated 

door,  but,  alas,  for  the  Reverend  Mr.  D  .    The  inner 

door  bore  another  and  less  suitable  word,  a  cause  of  laughter 
to  all  beholders,  the  word  "Pull." 

Miss  McLaughlin  in  English  8.  "  For  examples  of  good 
description  go  to  Inferno." 

Mahle  thinks  white  and  blue,  especially  when  they  are 
adorning  the  flag  pole,  make  a  "grand  old  rag,"  but  the  Juniors 
know  they  make  a  "high  flying  rag." 

Vos  it  alone  dat  Dido  died  oh. 
Hemmed  'round  by  cruel  fire; 
Ach  nein,  it  was  not  all  so 
She  had  her  funeral  py  her. 
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Hist.  VI.  "Oh  the  Jesuits  wandered  all  over  and  some 
even  came  to  Peoria." 

Hist.  VI.  "Why  they  imported  music  teachers  from  the 
very  fountain  heads  of  music." 

Kenyon.    "How  many  times  a  year  does  Easter  come?" 

Miss  McL.  "If  I  could  swim  as  well  as  I  can  float,  I'd  be 
a  shark." 

Bikle.    "I  object  to  having  my  name  changed  to  Bikel." 
Gush.  "  Don't  crab;  you'll  have  a  chance  to  change  some- 
body's name  some  day." 

A  pessimistic  Eng.  8  theme:  "Blue,  blue,  blue,"  written 
in  red  ink  on  white  paper. 

Miss  McL.  "I  am  an  authority  on  mules.  I  was  brought 
up  with  them." 

Gush.    "This  theme  tells  how  to  bake  a  rabbit." 
Miss  McL.    "Is  this  an  experience  of  yours?" 
Gush.    "No'm;  it's  an  experience  of  the  rabbit's." 

Bryan.  "Multiply  this  formula  by  six.  What  do  you  get?" 
Bertha  B.    "Six  times  the  formula." 

"The  bases  are  respectfully  called  first,  second  and  third." 
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Heyle.  "When  I  want  to  get  cheered  up  I  always  go  to  St. 
Joseph's  cemetery," 

"Beneath  every  tree  lies  a  coiled  snake."  (Ed:  says  some- 
thing about  being  careful  about  sitting  under  the  pair  trees.) 

Olive  —  "We  had  to  be  down  there  at  3  o'clock  to 
be  made  up." 

Marion — "Didn't  he  make  you  over  then,  too?" 

Miss  S. — "I  like  that  hat  of  yours.  I  saw  it  on  the  street 
car  the  other  day." 

Even  the  cars  have  taken  to  the  "Merry  Widows." 

Said  a  young  cadet  to  his  Juliet, 

"I'm  like  a  ship  at  sea; 
Exams  are  near,  and  much  I  fear 

That  I  shall  busted  be." 
"Oh,  no,"  said  she,  "a  shore  I'll  be, 

Gome  rest  our  journey  o'er." 
Then  silence  fell,  and  all  was  well. 

For  the  ship  had  hugged  the  shore. 

He  sipped  the  nectar  from  her  lips 

As  under  a  tree  they  sat. 
And  wondered  if  any  fellow 

Ever  drank  from  a  mug  like  that. 


a 


September 

12.  Ethel  Maple  entertained  in  honor  of  the  girls  going 
away  to  school. 


16-20.    More  register  then  can  find  lockers. 

24.  Never  saw  so  many  Freshmen. 

25.  School  opens  with  a  rush.  Mayo  Goss  just  as  big  as 
he  was  last  year. 


September  24 


September  25 

25.  Ely  Wood  a  visitor. 

26.  Nothing  happened  today.  Everybody  trying  to  work. 

27.  Alpha  Pi  boys  and  their  lady  friends  feast  at 
Crawley's  famous  farm. 

28.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bishop  and  Mrs.  Winchip  entertain  the 
members  of  the  faculty  and  their  wives. 

October 

4.  Sigma  Tau  Beta  banquet  at  Creve  Goeur  Glub. 

5.  Reception  at  Una  Garrett's  for  the  new  girls  and  lady 
teachers. 


"But  still  her  tongue  ran  on." — RadUy. 
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October — Continued 
8.    Founder's  Day:    "  Some  girls  actually  commit  a  sin, 
when  they  bake  bread." 

10.    Class  of  '09  organizes.    Who  said:  "Cut  and  dried." 


October  11 


11.  Annual  reception  in  chapel  for  new  students. 

12.  Tri  Kappa  spread  at  Hazel  Shank's. 

First  meeting  of  the  German  Club  at  Miss  Blossom's. 
15.    Engineering  Club. 

18.  Bradley  vs.  Lacon.    Score,  27-5. 

19.  Many  go  to  Champaign  to  see  the  Chicago-Illinois 
game. 

21.  College  election,  and  the  girls  stufl'  the  ballot  some- 
thing awful. 


24.    First  Parents'  Meeting. 


October  25 


25.  Seniors  go  automobiling. 

26.  Football  team  goes  to  Bloomington.  The  "New 
Chorus"  also,  but  it  doesn't  help  much.    Defeated,  0-4, 

28.  We  are  hoping  the  next  game  can  be  played  on  our 
new  athletic  field. 

29.  Dr.  Wyckoff,  Hist.  5:  "Pippin  the  Short,  like  many 
other  great  men  was  short."    Bohl  and  Easton  shake  hands. 

30.  Dr.  Wyckoff  announces  the  game  with  High  School 
for  Saturday. 

31.  Now  he  tells  us  it  wasn't  his  fault  but  the  "spiel"  on 
good  conduct  still  holds  good. 

Division  meeting  for  the  interest  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

November 

1.  First  Friday  evening  dance.    Lights  out. 

2.  Great  "diddings."  Bradley-Normal  game  at  Lake 
View,  0-0.    Lambda  Phi  jollification  at  Una  Garrett's. 

4.  Hist.  5:  Dr.  Wyckoff,  in  his  haste,  abbreviates  Ger- 
mans with  "Germs." 
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"How  green  you  are  and  fresh  in  this  old  •wor\di."—Bohl. 


November  Continued 

5,  Chorus  begins  business.    Big  crowd. 

6.  Wier  shows  up  for  a  few  minutes. 

8.  Dr.  WyckoflF  takes  a  vacation  and  assigns  the  wrong 
examination. 

9.  Bradley  meets  Toulon  on  home  grounds,  5-4  in  the 
"ninth  inning." 

11-15.    Week  of  prayer  for  colleges. 

14.  English  Club  meets.  "Mr.  Cushing,  will  you  tell  me 
what  happened?"  (Several  people  speak  at  once.)  "Oh  my  ! 
I  did  not  know  there  were  so  many  Gushins  in  the  room." 

15.  Sigma  minstrels.  *The  boys  surely  do  themselves 
justice. 

16.  Ruth  and  Hugh  Cooper  entertain  the  German  club. 
Awful  tragedy  enacted. 

19,  Lambda  Phis  feed  at  Ellen  Muir's. 

20.  We  hear  that  Miss  Duncan  goes  to  church,  and  the 
minister  hopes:  "she  is  making  the  best  of  her  most  excellent 
opportunities  at  Bradley." 

22.  The  girls  give  a  subscription  dance  at  the  Woman's 
Club.    Everybody  there. 

23.  Is  everybody  happy  ?  Yes ! !  We  beat  Wesleyan 
15  to  4. 

Foot  Ball  banquet.  Music  furnished  by  the  Dog  House 
Quartette. 

*The  girls  wrote  this. 


25.  Dr.  Burgess  springs  a  joke:  "A  man  who  was 
addressing  Bradley  chapel  once  complimented  the  young 
ladies  on  the  fact  that  they  added  so  much  to  the  'homeliness' 
of  the  scene." 

26.  "Jack"  Cooper  and  "Si"  Seymour  encounter  the  Phi 
Lambda  goat. 

28.  Thanksgiving.    What  a  relief. 

29.  Alpha  Pi  dinner  and  dance  at  the  Country  Club. 
The  team  goes  to  Kewanee. 

December 

2.  History  Club  at  Bess  Morris's.    Who  went  to  sleep? 

3.  The  Lambda  Phis  initiate  the  new  chafing  dish  at 
Schureman's  by  setting  the  house  on  fire. 

5.  English  Club  meeting. 

6.  Dr.  Burgess  lectures  on  "Modern  Greece." 

7.  Circus  ?    The  girls  all  seem  to  think  so. 
9.    Second  meeting  of  the  Pedagogic  Club. 

13.  Social  Club  dance. 

14.  German  and  French  plays. 

16.  Dr.  Wyckoff,  before  an  exam.,  "Now,  try  to  think 
for  15  minutes  and  then  write  for  40." 

Cooper,  indignantly,  "Huh,  I've  been  thinking  for  the  last 
week." 

19.  Exams,  are  on.   Great  decrease  in  weight  of  students. 

20.  Lambda  Phi  Annual  at  Woman's  Club. 
23.    Jolly  Seven  dance  at  Glen  Oak. 


"The  last  of  an  excellent  bunch." — Julia. 
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December — Continued 
26.    Phi  Lambda  Xi  Annual  at  the  National. 
28.    Omicron  dance. 

31.    Phi  Omicron  Kappa  Annual  at  Woman's  Club. 

January 

1.  Keithley  open  house.  Tri  Kappa  annual  at  Woman's 
Club. 

3.    Marie  King  gives  a  dance. 

6.  School  begins  again.    Everybody  still  looks  sore. 

7.  Seniors  blossom  out  in  their  new  hats. 

8.  Sidney  has  a  new  case. 

9.  And  Miss  Reed  promises  to  take  two  Polyscopes  if  we 
will  promise  not  to  roast  her. 

10.  Bernice  Heyle  gives  a  spread. 

13.  Seniors  go  sleighriding;  who  chaperoned  ? 

14.  "Say  Dwinell,  did  you  read  about  the  war  of  the  three 
hens?"  Dwinell  (half  asleep)  "Who's  that,  Mary  and  Eliza- 
beth and  who  else?" 

15.  Juniors  go  sleighriding;  who  chaperoned  again  ? 

16.  Juniors  have  a  riotous  meeting  and  finally  decide  to 
send  for  class  pins. 

17.  Positively  nothing  doing. 

20.  Edith  gets  busy  with  subscriptions,  "oh,  you  just  have 
to  buy  one." 

23.    Day  of  prayer  for  colleges. 


23-25.    Basket-ball  team  take  their  first  trip. 

25.    Melitta  Margaret  entertains  the  German  Club. 

27.    Y.  W.  C.  A.  gives  a  spread  to  Miss  Helen  Weeks. 

29.  Inter-club  debates  in  great  plenty. 

30.  We  defeat  Eureka  at  basket  ball,  52-35. 

31.  Bernice  Oliver  and  Vera  Thomas  are  hostesses  for  a 
dance  at  the  Woman's  Club. 

February 

2.    And  the  sun  shone  all  day. 

4.  "Betty"  Murduck  moves  to  Champaign. 

5.  Freshman  in  sewing  room  heard  to  exclaim:  "Oh, 
girls,  this  machine  is  throwing  up  stitches!" 

7.  Game  with  Knox.    Bradley  wins,  62-31. 

8.  Spring  has  came. 

14.  Bill  Bennett  gives  a  card  party. 

15.  Bradley-High  School  game.  *  *  ! ! !  *  Revenge 
is  sweet. 

18.    Spring  has  went. 
20.    English  Club  meets. 

22.    And  even  this  date  must  fall  on  Saturday. 
24.    Schnebly  actually  comes  to  history  ten  minutes  late. 
27.    Hazel  Page  pledged  to  Omicrons  as  an  honorary 
member. 

29.  German  Club  at  Miss  Duncan's.  Still  a  mystery  who 
got  the  ice  cream. 


"Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman." — Knapp. 
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March 

2.  Winter  meeting  of  the  History  Club.  Election  of 
officers. 

6.  Debate  with  Eureka. 

7.  Enghsh  Club  banquet. 

9.  See  who's  come  among  us !    Mr.  Knott, 

10.  Hazel  Page  initiated  in  OKKK  as  honorary  member. 

12.  English  Club  again. 

13.  College  entertainment.  Lessons  in  artistic  dancing — 
"Cush  and  Sliver." 

16.  Spring  has  come  again. 

17.  Nevius  seen  buying  a  green  necktie. 

18.  Exams. 

20.    Social  Club. 

End  of  Winter  Quarter. 

April 

1.  "  '09  pins  are  here."    April  fool! 

2.  Tri  Kappas  gave  one  of  their  informal  hops. 

3.  Mr.  Wallace  appears  and  rehearsals  for  the  play  begin. 

4.  The  grass  begins  to  rival  the  verdancy  of  Johnny 
Holmes. 

6.  Blue  Monday.  Mr.  Bikle,  in  his  7th  hour  class  slams 
down  a  book  and  then  hopes  that  it  didn't  wake  anybody  up. 
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"Would  that  my  all  too  sol 


April  6 

7.    Mr.  CofFman  comes  home  rather  late  and  routs  Dr. 
Burgess  out  of  bed,  thinking  that  the  building  is  on  fire. 

9.  Grace  Lee  in  the  lunch  room:  "Oh,  see  those  fellows 
walking  in  a  light  suit." 

10.  Annual  Spring  Concert  a  grand  success. 

11.  Bradley  goes  to  Jubilee— 28-0.    "Oh,  Si,  don't  you 
know  they  are  all  laughing  at  you?" 

16.  Fist  game  on  Bradley  Campus.    Bradley   8,  Wes- 
leyan  4. 

17.  Everybody  off  to  the  country  for  spring  vacation. 

20.    Team  starts  on  its  trip.    Plays  a  fast  game  with 
Eastern  Illinois  Normal — 3-1. 

flesh  would  melt." — Radley. 


April — Continued 

24.  All  the  fellows  reappear  after  a  most  successful  trip- 
somewhat  battered  up,  but  happy. 

25.  Inter-scholastic  meet. 

26.  Sunday.    Everybody  forgets  to  study. 


April  7 


27.  School  begins  again,  and  everybody  wishes  they 
hadn't  forgotten  to  study. 

28.  This  is  known  as  Pennant  Day.  The  blue  and  white 
floated  from  8:15  p.  m.  until  9:30  a.  m. 


22.  Our  first  annual  inter-collegiate  meet  won  by  Knox. 
Byron  gets  all  the  talking  he  wants  for  once.  Subscription 
dance  at  Bradley. 

25.    Lincoln  College  gets  nervous  and  cancels  their  games. 


9 


April  28 


28.  Bradley  at  Wesleyan  and  it  rained  for  a  change. 

29.  German  Club  picnic  to  Anna  Bibo's  farm. 

30.  Memorial  Day.  Even  this  must  come  on  Saturday. 
Faculty  picnic.  Mr.  Van  Deusen  gets  his  tongue  put  out  of 
business. 


"Remember,  Bobl)y,  that  the  too  tender  heart  is  the  world's  pincushion.' 
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May 

1.  Subscription  dance  at  Glen  Oak. 

2.  Engineering  Club  camp  fire.  Crerie  attends  the  seance 
and  gets  his  face  painted. 

5.  Bradley  faculty  well  represented  in  the  coop  at  "  The 
Jesters." 

6.  Dress  rehearsal  for  the  play.   Sidney  leads  the  singing. 

8.  "An  American  Citizen"  was  a  howling  success,  espec- 
ially the  second  act,  where  Lucas  led  the  "supes." 

9.  "Jolly  Seven"  have  a  luncheon  and  attend  the  Brad- 
ley-High School  game  enmasse.  We  get  our  revenge  to  the 
tune  of  9-3. 


May  11 


11.  Mr.  Bryan's  chemistry  class  teaches  him  how  to  roller- 
skate  in  the  hope  of  escaping  exams. 

12.  Our  second  defeat  of  the  season;  Millikin  5,  Bradley  3. 

15.  Junior-Senior  picnic  at  Glen  Oak.  "Didn't  we  have 
the  dandiest  chaperones?" 

16.  Dr.  Burgess  entertains  the  Seniors  at  Bradley  park. 
18.    "  Betty"  Estep  returns  from  the  golden  west.  "Big 

Ed,"  also  turns  sort  of  golden. 

20.  Varsity  beat  U.  of  I.  Freshmen,  5-3.  We  beat  U.  of  I. 
Freshmen,  9-1.    Puzzle:  How  much  could  we  beat  the  Varsity. 

21.  Gay  grounds.  Elks  use  our  grounds,  owing  to  high 
water  at  Lake  View. 

22.  James  "Papke"  Aylward  demonstrates  his  ability  at  the 
Peoria  county  meet.    No  bones  broken. 

Chorus  entertainment. 

June 

4.  English  Club  picnic. 

5.  Social  Club. 
12.    Open  night. 

15.  Exams  begin.  The  Seniors  begin  to  feel  somewhat 
easier. 

16.  The  Editor  has  his  lot  picked  out  in  Springdale. 

17.  End  of  the  Quarter.  "No,  Truitt,  we  can't  change  a 
twenty  dollar  bill.    Shut  up;  can't  you  see  we're  busy." 

18.  Class  Day. 

19.  Convocation  Day. 

20.  Alpha  Pi  boat  ride  to  Chillicothe. 
26.    Tri  Kappa  annual  picnic. 

July  3-5.  Lambda  Phi  house  party  at  Mildred  Schureman's. 
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"A  nice,  fuzzy-wuzzy  one." — Marguerite  Hayward. 


On  Summer  Nights 

Do  you  not  dream  on  summer  nights 

When  stars  bedeck  the  sky; 
And  silver  moonlight  steals  between 

The  leaves  that  rustle  and  sigh? 

When  perfume  from  the  sleeping  flowers 

Is  borne  on  breezes  low; 
And  fire-flies  dart  among  the  trees 

With  tiny,  elusive  glow; 

When  over  all  the  drowsy  hum 

Of  locusts  softly  swells; 
And  o'er  you  as  you  sit  and  rest 

Weaves  subtle,  magic  spells; 

Do  you  not  dream  on  nights  like  this 
Of  the  things  you'll  some  day  do; 

And  of  what  a  grand  old  world  'twould  be 
If  only  your  dreams  came  true. 

V.  B.,  1909 


Le  Roi  S' Amuse 

The  merry  monarch  sat  upon  his  throne. 

It  was  not  his  — perhaps  it  was  a  loan; 

His  own  he 'd  pawned  at  Isaac  Abram's  shop. 

(He  needed  money  for  his  royal  hop.) 

His  jester  at  his  feet  reposed  in  peace. 

"Your  Majesty,  this  nonsense  here  must  cease," 

Was  heard  in  angry  accents  from  his  wife, 

Who  everywhere  created  household  strife. 

"Tut,  tut,  my  dear,  of  all  my  dreams  the  queen. 

That  is  to  say,  when  nightmares  I  have  seen." 

"You  awful,  heartless  wretch,  take  back  those  taunts, 

I'll  go  right  back  to  mother  and  my  aunts." 

But  there,  I  must  confess  I  know  not  how 

In  simplest  manner  to  arrange  this  row; 

And  so,  before  this  interesting  scene. 

To  think  a  while,  I  needs  must  put  a  screen. 

C.  G.  M.,  1908 


The  Brook 

It  came  from  far  within  a  leafy  dell 

And  down  upon  the  mossy  stones  all  green. 

The  little  brook  went  babbling  in  its  joy. 

Beyond  the  bend  'twas  prisoned  by  the  sun. 

And  flashed  with  precious  diamonds  all  day  long. 

At  night  the  silver  moon  looked  calmly  down 

And  smiled  to  see  her  face  reflected  there. 

But  never  once  the  brook  stopped  flowing  on. 

But  gurgled  cooler,  farther  on  its  way, 

To  pass  the  homes  of  men,  great  cities  too. 

And  grow  in  speed  and  strength  to  reach  the  sea. 

-1908 


'Ignorance  is  bliss,  so  I'm  supremely  happy." — Brande. 
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Contributors  to  the  Polyscope 


In  Art 


Tarbell 

Davison 

Grerie 

Gibson 

Bohl 

Elmquist 

Hudson 


In  Literature 


To  these  and  any  others  who  have  helped  to  make 
this  Polyscope,  we  extend  our  sincerest  thanks.  Especially 
do  we  regret  the  omission  of  the  staff  pictures,  due  to  an 
oversight.  For  this  we  hope  to  be  pardoned,  as  well  as 
for  the  rest  of  our  blunders.  If  anyone  be  inclined  to 
knock,  may  he  try  being  an  editor  himself. 


Mahle 

Hayward 

Avery 

Grant 

Bohl 

Plowe 

Beecher 

Armstrong 

Boniface 

Mason 

Cooper 
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Peoria's 

Exclusive  Quality  Store 
for  Young  Men. 


We  take  this  opportunity  of  thanking 
our  nnany  friends  at 

 BRADLEY  > 

for  their  substantial  and 

Increasing  Patronage 

during  the  past  year. 

When  September  Rolls  Around 

You  will  find  us  better  prepared  than  ever  to  properly  supply 
your  clothes  wants,  whatever  they  nnay  be,  with 
some  new  ideas  that  have  never  been 
seen  in  this  town  before. 

Both  Radical  and  Conservative  Conceptions. 

YOU  ALL  KNOW 

"Ottenheimer's" 

THE 

BETTER  CLOTHES 
STORE 
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A  weakness  for  brij 


S^eoria  JCiuery  Co. 

ALL  KINDS  OF 

Migh  Class  cCivery 

CLEAN  AND  QUICK  SERVICE 

Both  'Phones  3315 


THE    UP-TO-UATE    STYLES    AND    BETTER    QUALITY  OF 

JEWELRY  AND 
SILVERWARE 

IN    LARGE    VARIETY,   FOR   A   REASONABLE  PRICE 

 AT  

The  Crawford  Jewelry  Store 

305  MAIN  STREET       ::      ::      ::        PEORIA,  ILL. 


colored  hose. — /aci  Cooper 


■I'lION'K   MAIN  200 

C.  LO\  ERIDGE 


FLORIST 

Choice  Cut  Flowers  and 

Floral  Designs  a  Specialty.  lO^I   M^VIX  STRKKT 

G.  A.  Nelson  Sc  Go. 

SHIRTS,  HATS 
FURNISHINGS 

407  MAIN  STREET      ::       ::       ::      PEORIA,  ILL. 

"Brevity  is  the 


If  you  want  the  very  best  of  Food, 
buy  it  of... 


Kuhl 
Qitoceit 


Chase  &  Sanborn  Coffee  and  Tea 
Richelieu  Pure  Foods 

429  J0I2 
MAIN  STREET  KNOXVILLE  AVENUE 

PEORIA,  ILL. 


of  wit." — Easion. 
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2.'EtV  YOBK 


To  the  Students  of 

BRADLEY 

Look  up  Muchmore's  store 
for  the  Best  in 

Men's  Furnishings 


A.  W.  Muchmore, 

Sign: 

THE  GOLDEN  HAT 


319  Main  St. 


W.  B.  ELSTON 


TAI!L©E 


226  Main  Street 
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'Uneasy  lies  the  head 


W.  L.  Douglas  Shoe  Store 

Gentlemen 

FOR  Gentlewomen 

W.   L.  Douglas 

f       ^     Your  presence  in 

Shoes 

^  ^  ^      the  Shop  in  a 

Feel,   Look  and 

f       Critical  Spirit  is 

Satisfy. 

-.^^v"  Invited. 

College  Kicks 

^l^^^p^   Style  Leaders 

207  South  Adams  St. 

wears  a  'con'." — Meidroth. 


Nicholson  Bros. 


Photographers 


Studio 

107  South  Jefferson  Ave. 

Opp,  Niagara  Hotel 


For  all  that  is  New 
and  Refreshing 

this  store  presents  the 
widest  range  of 

Women's  Suits,  Coats, 
Waists  and  Skirts 

Displaying  the  more  distinctive  of 
all  the  fashionable  models. 

For  Man  and  Boy 

We  have  always  been  leaders 
in  the  showing  of  all  that 
is   foremost  and 
stylish  in 

Suits,  Top  Coats  and  all 
Furnishings 


The  snappiest  style 
footwear  for  young 
Men  and  Women  is 
shown  at 

Thielbar's 


SPECIAL  AGENCY 

Solace  Shoes  for  Men 

Thielbar's  Melba  $3.00 
for  Women 


The  H.  Thielbar  Shoe  Co. 

114  S.  Adams  St. 

Established  in  1856 


"Too  sweet  to  last.    'Bun'  Avery's  %m\\t."—Meidrotli 
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A  Union  Shop 


First  Class  Work  Guaranteed 


Clarke's  Barber  Shop 

SOLICITS  THE  TRADE  OF  ALL 
BRADLEY  STUDENTS 


2124  Main  Street  PEORIA.,  ILL. 


Tailoring  — 

THAT  KEEPS  YOU  COMING 
OUR  WAY. 

Clothes  for  the  Closing 

F.  B.  BRADLEY  6  SON 

124  S.  Jefferson  Ave. 
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"Rome  was  not  built  in  a  d; 


Both  'Phones  J  423 


Central  2Liver^  do. 

PEORIA'S 
POPULAR  LIVERY 

O.  J.  BUTLER,  Manager 

The  Palace  Restaurant 

For  Ladies  and  Gentlemen 

Prompt  Attention 

Open  Day  and  Night  405  Main  Street 


Your  Girl  thinks  more  of  you 

When  Clothed  by 

MULFORD 

Main  Street  PEORIA.  II.L. 


cheer  up,  we  may  have  a  'gym'  yet.' 


You  Love  Music? 

THERE  are  few  people  in  this  world  who  do  not  lov'e  music  of  one  kind  or  another 
And  there  is  nothing  that  is  better  for  recreation  or  for  soothing  tired  nerves  than 
good  music.   As  the  largest  music  house  in  Illinois,  outside  of  Chicago,  the  Chas.  C. 
Adams  Company  offers  a  wonderful  variety  in  the  way  of  everything  musical.    Are  you 


m  our  One-Price  System 
on  every  instrument. 


lano 


thinking  of  a  piano  ?    Then  you'll  be  interested 
Selling  — a  positive  guarantee  of  a  saving  of  $100 

WE  are  western  distributors  of  the  Edison  Phonograph  —  the  triumph  of  the  wizard 
Edison.    The  phonograph  has  probably  done  more  towards  furnishing  entertain- 
ment  in  homes  where  there  has  never  before  been  music,  than  any  other  instrument. 
It  IS  suitable  for  any  occasion  and  will  please  you,  no  matter  what  your  mood  Edison 
Phonographs  cost  from  .§12.50  to  .$100.00. 


Grand  Opera  at  Home 

THAT'S  what  you  get  with  the  Victor  talking  machine— the  voices  of  every  celebrated 
singer  so  clear  that  you  will  imagine  you  are  really  hearing  the  singers  themselves. 
The  Victor  is  endorsed  by  such  famous  singers  as  Caruso,  Scotti,  Melba,  Farrar, 
Schumann-Hemk  and  others.    A  machine  will  cost  you  from  $10  to  $200. 

We  have  six  private  parlors  in  which  you  may  sit  and  listen  to  the  music  of  either  the  Victor  or  the 
Edison.    There's  not  a  more  pleasant  way  of  spending  an  hour  or  two.    Ask  for  the  latest  in  this  music. 


Chas.  C.  Adams  &  Co. 


324  S.  Adams  Street 


"Wearing  all  that  learning,  lightly  as  a  fiower."~BeUy  Estep. 
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I  SAY,  meet  me  at 


Ed.  WisselFs  Barber  Shop 

Only  Barber  Shop  in  Post  Office  Block 
502  MAIN  STREET 


TELEPHONE  1935 


O.  S.  Hamilton's  Bakery 

For  Light  Lunches 
and  Sweets  of  All  Kinds 

2122  MAIN  STREET 


Watch  Our  Next  Move 

July  1st 

And  see  how  far  ahead  we  go. 

THE  BEEHIVE 

PRINTING  -  BINDING  —  ENGRAVING 
PRESENT  LOCATION  213  SOUTH  JEFFERSON  AVENUE 


Let's  wall<  over  to  the 


Walk' Over  Shop 

Where  we  Can  Buy  Up-To-Date  Styles 
107  S.  Adams  Street  WALK-OVER  SHOE  STORE 


Kodaks,  Cameras,  Films,  Paper  Plates 

Zimmermann' s  Drug  Store 

303  MAIN  STREET 


Developing  and  Printing 


All  Amateur  Photographic 

Supplies  at  Lowest  Prices. 


Walter  Wyatt  M,  B. 


lOver  CLARKE  &  CO.'S) 


102  S.  Adams  Street, 


'PHONES 


PEORIA,  ILL 


\  Office,  -  Main  3877 
{  Residence,  Main  3572 


Practice  limited  to  Diseases  of  the  Eyes  and  Fitting 
of  Glasses 
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"Love  me  little,  love  me  long." — Bailey. 


Bradley  Polytechnic  Institute 


IN  AFFILIATION  WITH  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  CHICAGO 


1.    School  of  Arts  and  Sciences    2.    The  Horological  Department 


Six  year  course:  Academy  and  two  years  of  College. 
Work  is  offered  in:  Science,  Mathennatics,  Language, 
Literature,  History,  Engineering,  Mechanic  Arts,  Household 
Economy.  Graduates  who  wish  to  go  further  can  enter  the 
third  year  in  good  colleges  and  engineering  schools. 


A  school  for  practical  instruction  in  Watch-making  and 
allied  trades.  Departments:  Filing  and  Turning,  Watch- 
work,  Finishing  and  Repairing,  Engraving,  Jewelry,  Optics, 
Instruction  at  the  Bench,  supplemented  by  Class  Work  and 
Lectures. 


MANUAL  TRAINING  FOR  BOYS. 

DOMESTIC  ECONOMY  FOR  GIRLS. 

NORMAL  COURSES  FOR  THOSE  WHO 
WISH  TO  BECOME  TEACHERS  OF  MANUAL 
TRAINING  OR  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY. 


WATCHMAKERS  AND  JEWELERS  IN  NEED 
OF  COMPETENT  ASSISTANTS  ARE  IN- 
VITED TO  CORRESPOND  WITH  THE 
HOROLOGICAL  SCHOOL. 


For  Catalogue  and   Further  Information,  Address 


THEODORE  C.  BURGESS,  Director  Bradley  Polytechnic  Institute,  PEORIA,  ILLINOIS 


"She  passed  her  hours  among  her  books." — Faber. 
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107-109  MAIN  ST.        PEORIA. ILLINOIS. 


Your  civic  pride  should  prompt  you 
to  patronize  a  Peoria  firm. 

We  can  do  your  work  as  well  as 
out-of-town  concerns 

And  with  as  little  expense  to  you. 

All  of  the  engravings  in  this  book  are  our  make. 
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I've  a  heart  to  let. — Miss  Chapin. 


W.  p.  Walker 

  MAKER  OF  •  

Men's 
Clothes 


Young  Men's  Depart- 
ment Annexed    ::  :: 


Bradley  Students 

invited  to  visit  our  Store  any 
time  and  hear  the  Latest  and 
Best  Music  played  on  the  Piano, 
or  the  Victor,  or  the  Pianola. 


EVERYTHING  MUSICAL 

Prices  the  Lowest. 


Browo,Page&BillinanCo. 

309  MAIN  ST.         PEORIA,  ILL. 


Hair  Dressing 

 AND  

Manicuring 

Toilet  Articles  a  Specialty 

Mrs.  K.  T.  Goodman 

DEALER  IN 

Fine  French 
Hair  Goods 

430  Main  St. 

Second  floor      Peoria,  111. 


"A  nice  fuzzy  wuzzy  Qnt:'— Marguerite  Hayward. 
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Honesty  in 
Furniture  Dealing 


Is  the  backbone  of  the  business  of  the  Comstock-Avery  Furniture 
Company.  And  it  is  this  strict  attention  to  the  honest  poUcy 
which  has  resulted  in  this  store  maintaining  the  lead  as  the 
largest  furniture  store  in  Central  Illinois. 

T£  you  knew  a  store  had  been  in  business  for  forty-seven  years  you 
would  think  it  a  pretty  safe  place  to  trade  at,  wouldn't  you? 
Thousands  of  people  all  over  Central  Illinois  believe  that  and  we 
believe  you  will  when  you  stop  to  think  of  it. 

Oi,ol^f^7  P'rkiintc  and  the  years  of  experience  we  have  had 
VJUailty  ^OUIlLS»  ^^j^^^     possible  for  us  to  offer  you  all  that 
is  best  in  the  way  of  furniture,  carpets,  rugs,  draperies,  and  every 
sort  of  house  furnishings.    And  you'll  find  prices  always  fair  and 
as  low  as  is  consistent  with  good  business  principles. 


Gomstock-Avery 
Furniture  Company 

210-212  S.  Adams  Street 
PEORIA,  ILL. 


Both  'Phones  406 


First  Class  Work 


Peoria 

Printing  &  Stationery  Co. 

COMMERCIAL  AND 
SOCIETY  PRINTERS 


Office  Stationery,  Wedding  Invitations, 
Announcements,  Programs,  Etc. 


404... 
S.  ADAMS  STREET 


r\oes  this  J 
^  interest  you  • 

An  Inspection  will  convince  you  that  we  have  more  new 
High-Class  Turn-Outs  of  all  kinds  than  all  our 
competitors  combined.    Prices  no  higher. 

PALACE  LIVERY  CO. 


Both  'Phones  3320. 


216-220  N.  Adams  St. 
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The  last  of  an  excellent  bunch."— 


GREATER  PEORIA, 
Largest 
Commercial  Supply  House 

John  C.  Streibich 

Wrapping,  Building:,  Roofing  Paper. 

Twines,  Blank  Books, 
Envelopes,  Toilet  Paper. 

Ruberoid,  Red  Ruberoid, 
Keystone  two  and  three-ply  Roofing. 

Fire  and  Burglar  Proof  Safes. 

Asbestos,  Mineral  "Wool,  Wool  Felt, 
Hair  Felt,  Cabots'  Quilt,  all  used 
for  deafening  and  insulat- 
ing buildings. 

LARGEST  ASSORTMENT  IN  THE 
STATE  TO  SELECT  FROM 

Salesrooms, 

301  to  305  S.  Washington  Street 

Warehouse, 

205-207  S.  Water  Street 

RED  RUBEROID  ROOFING 
REQUIRES  NO  PAINTING 


Law,  Loan  and 
Investment  Offices 

  OF   ■  

Bourland  &  Bailey 

Have  Farms,  Lots  and  Mort- 
gages for  sale. 

Money  to    Loan    on  Illinois 
Farms. 

Municipal  Bonds  Negotiated. 
Funds   Safely  Invested. 

111  South  Jefferson  Avenue 

Dime  Savings  &  Trust  Co.  Bldg. 


Peoria  City  Property 
and  Illinois  Farms 


"Exactly  her  sisters'  parallel."— Zacz'/^  Maple. 


Sell  the  proper 
Underwear  for 
all  seasons'  wear 

Dr.  Deimel 
Linen  Mesh 

For  Ladies, 
For  Men, 
For  Children. 


upland  Hardware  Store 

Fine  Builders' 
Hardware  and 
Lenox  Furnaces 

Both  'Phones  600  PEORIA,  ILL. 

RUDOLPH  STREHLOW,  Prop. 


D.  J.  FURREY, 

WEST  BLUFF 
DRUG  STORE 

A  complete  line  of  Stationery,  Candies,  Perfumes  and  School  Supplies 
Both  'Phones  3983  1425  MAIN  STREET 


J.  F.  ROWCLIFFE 

PRESCRIPTION  DRUGGIST 

Fine  Stationery,  Pure  Candies,  Fine  Perfumes,  Soaps  and  Toilet 

Articles.    Good  goods  at  the  lowest  possible  prices 
Post  Office  Sub-Station  No.  7.  1501  iVlAIN  STREET 


PEORIA 
CONSERVATORY 
OF  MUSIC 

THIRD  FLOOR  Y.  M.  C.  A.  BLDG. 

EUGENE  PLOWE,     .    .    .  Voice 
HAROLD  PLOWE,  Violin  and  Piano 
CLAUDIA  ELYDA  BURKHALTER 
 Piano 

BERNICE  B.  ELLIS,  Voice  and  Piano 


ESTELLE  VAN  HORN,  Elocution  and  Dramatic  Art 

DEALERS     IN  EVERYTHING 

The  Big  White  Store 

Peoria 
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"Please  go  away  and  let  me  sleep."— 5a//rt«6V. 


f 
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